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REMARKS. 


dje  OFartfjtiuafce. 

Much  serious  ai.d  absurd  discussion  lias  arisen  on  the  subject  of 
dramatic  earthquakes;  against  which  considerable  prejudice  has 
been  raised  on  the  score  of  their  profaneness.  The  assailants,  if  they 
have  displayed  less  wit  and  argument  than  those  virulent  stage  re¬ 
formers  of  past  times,  Prynn  and  Collier,  have  at  least  shown  eqnal 
zeal  and  more  good  manners. — It  will  not,  however,  be  difficult  to 
prove  their  zeal  mistaken,  and  their  objections  futile.  Whatever 
tends  to  the  reformation  of  the  stage,  to  rid  it  of  its  grossness  and 
buffoonery,  shall  ever  have  our  hearty  support.  No  wit,  however 
sparkling,  if  mixed  with  baser  matter,  shall  pass  current,  if  our  ana¬ 
themas  can  prevent  it ;  and  dulne3S,  which  we  may  in  charity  for¬ 
give,  we  do  not,  according  to  the  laws  of  criticism,  hold  ourselves 
bound  to  forget ;  and  realty  this  part  of  our  vocation  has  been  no 
sinecure  of  late.  But  why  this  objection  to  dramatic  earthquakes, 
when  the  Tempest,  and  the  scenes  of  hail,  rain,  thunder,  and  light¬ 
ning,  that  occur  in  Macbeth  and  Lear,  are  beheld  with  admiration, 
and  exhibited  without  offence?  In  the  ancient  moralities  and  mys¬ 
teries,  the  most  sacred  personages  are  introduced,  and  even  the 
Deity  himself  is  represented  on  the  scene;  yet  who  shall  say  that 
aught  irreverent  or  profane  was  intended.  We  may  smile  at  the 
simplicity  of  the  ancient  dramatists — at  their  costume  and  stage 
directions,  which  the  improvement  in  machinery  and  decoration  has 
rendered  inconceivably  ludicrous,  but  we  must  acquit  them  of  any 
evil  intent.  It  was  their  object  to  impress  on  the  minds  of  the 
people,  certain  interesting  po;tions  of  Scripture  history,  and,  from  the 
personification  of  virtues  and  vices,  to  deduce  a  moral  that  might 
profit  them,  in  the  place  of  their  favourite  amusement,  a  theatrical 
show.  What  stage  properties  they  had,  they  made  the  best  use  of 
leaving  posterity  to  hunt  after  their  dramatic  relics  with  antiquarian 
devotion;  to  improve  upon  their  rude  and  simple  exhibitions;  and 
to  laugh  at  them.  As  long,  therefore,  as  one  jarring  of  the  elements 
is  permitted,  we  see  no  cause  for  the  suppression  of  another  ;  and 
never  may  the  noblest  creations  of  the  noblest  of  poets  be  sacrificed 
to  superstitious  zeal  and  puritanical  cant.  If  a  scenic  tempest  ot 
thunder  and  lightning  be  allowed  our  divine  o'/iakspeure,  who  could 
shake  the  soul  without  this  mechanical  auxiliary,  how  hard  would 
it  be  to  deny  an  earthquake  to  this  earthly  Ball ! 

Thus  much  in  defence  of  dramatic  earthquakes,  as  regards  their 
propriety. — It  is  another  question  how  far  a  theatre  is  calculated  to 
give  even  a  faint  idea  of  the  grandeur,  the  vastness,  the  sublimity,  of 
this  most  terrible  of  all  convulsions.  If  the  imagination  falls  infi¬ 
nitely  short  of  the  realities  of  nature — if  all  that  we  conceive  sinks 
into  nothingness  before  the  stupendous  machinery  of  the  universe, 
the  ingenuity  of  man,  confined  to  a  limited  space,  has  a  difficult  task 
to  perform.  Without  assigning  to  the  Adelphi  stage  any  more  capa¬ 
city  than  really  belongs  to  it,  we  may  truly  say  that  the  representa¬ 
tion  of  this  piece  was  picturesque  and  effective.  The  theatre  is  for 
the  multitude,  and  anything  that  tends  to  awaken  the  unthinking  to 
serious  reflection — to  show  them,  even  on  the  most  contracted  scaie. 
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the  wonders  that  history  past  and  present  is  ready  to  confirm' — to  lift 
theii  souls  above  the  dull  drudgery  of  mere  animal  existence — i»  so 
much  knowledge  gained  from  amusement.  We  therefore  beheld  this 
drama,  not  only  without  any  of  those  fearful  qualms  that  have  so 
much  disturbed  some  contemporary  critics,  whose  wit  is  less  conspi¬ 
cuous  than  their  ill-nature,  but  with  considerable  pleasure  ;  and  our 
pleasure  was  heightened  by  observing  that  the  interest  of  the  million 
was  forcibly  excited  by  the  illusion  of  the  scene;  and  that  mateiials 
for  thinking  had  been  afforded  in  a  way  most  likely  to  render  them 
profitable,  by  awakening  the  curiosity  and  impressing  the  imagi¬ 
nation. 

it  would  be  unjust  to  judge  a  dramatic  spectacle  by  the  rules  of 
criticism.  The  present  is,  however,  infinitely  superior  to  hundreds 
of  the  same  kind.  •  There  are  some  fair  attempts  at  humour. — There 
is  an  Egyptian  quack.  Doctor  Kalliboss,  inventor  and  fabricator  of 
the  true  renovator,  the  invaluable  balsam,  the  sublime  elixir  of  life. 
This  empiric  reverses  the  old  English  puff,  “  No  cure  no  pay,"  by 
modestly  announcing,  “  No  pay  no  cure."  We  have  next  one  Pag- 
nag,  keeper  of  the  golden  beetles — a  personage  eminently  amorous, 
affrighted,  and  superstitious;  Orehns,  a  sort  of  Brummagem  en¬ 
chanter;  a  pair  of  distressed  lovers  ;  and  mystery  and  magic,  quantum 
suff.  Yates  in  the  Quack,  and  Wilkinson  in  Pagnag,  were  highly 
entertaining.  T.  P.  Cooke  has  a  part  not  exactly  in  the  monster 
line — an  Egyptian  slave,  which  he  played  with  effect;  Mr.  Yates 
sustained  his  character  with  great  feeling  ;  the  singing  by  Mr.  Sin¬ 
clair  and  Miss  Graddon  was  good  ;  and  the  scenery  was  characteristic 
and  beautiful, 

0^  D - G. 


£ro0tume. 


ORCHUS. — White  Cashmire  shirt,  from  the  neck  to  the  ankle, 
with  scarlet  and  gold  trimmings — purple  velvet  circular  border  of 
gold  tissue,  and  hieroglyphics — white  cloth  cassock,  trimmed  with 
scarlet,  blue,  and  gold— a  gold  cestus — the  order  of  the  Flying  Globe 

— scarlet  and  gold  cap,  with  Egyptian  lappets— flesh  coloured  legs _ 

black  and  silver  sandals.  Second  dress  :  Purple  velvet  shirt,  trim¬ 
med  with  yellow  and  gold — bodice,  orange  colour  and  gold — a  criin- 
on  velvet  Egyptian  lappetted  cap— green  morocco  boots.  Third 
dress:  Brown  cloth  full  robe,  black  and  yellow  trimmings — scarlet 
shawl — plain  white  and  scarlet  turban. 

PALMEDO. —  Green  shirt — black,  yellow,  andsilver  trimmings _ 

amber  and  scarlet  shawl — silver  breastplate — green  cap,  with  silver 
cestus  front— bird-of-Paradise  feathers— plaited  white  shirt— full  white 
trousers— yellow  morocco  boots.  Second  dress:  Gray  minstrel  di«- 
fop  e’  trUnme<1  vvith  black  and  yellow— white  rolled  turban,  crimson 

GALZETTO.— Full  shirt,  body  of  wl.ite— flesh-coloured  sleeves— 
brass  belt— bracelets  and  armlets— scarlet  shawl,  with  yellow  figured 
ends— large  white  trousers— scarlet  morocco  boots— a  white  rolled 
scarlet  turban.  Second  dress :  A  peasant's  drab  cloth,  trimmed  w  ith 
black — yellow  sash — plain  turban. 

DOCIOR  KALLIBOSS. — Blue  body — black  strapped  stomacher 
with  gold  clasps— plaited  shirt  sleeves— crimson  and  blue  sirined’ 
pantaloons— blue  short  trunks,  with  black  tassels  trimming— russet 
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shoes,  crimson  roses — crimson  Egyptian  cloak,  trimmed  with  black 
velvet  and  black  tassels— crimson  conical  cap,  with  fur  border,  and 
ornamental  jewel  in  front— an  iron  gray-coloured  large  full-bottomed 
vig,  with  lapelles,  (cl  la  Lord  Grizzle). 

PAG N AG. — Yellow  and  green  striped  pantaloons  —  green  full 
trunks  and  body,  yellow  trimmings  — large  yellow  and  green  striped 
tab,  before  and  behind — russet  slippers — beetle-tailed  cap,  with  large 
gold  horns,  and  gold  globular  eyes  attached. 

BUSIRIS. — Full  trousers,  of  white,  and  scarlet-stripe  shirt  bo¬ 
dice,  with  sleeves  to  suit— blue  sashes  — crimson  velvet  fly,  trimmed 
with  gold — russet  boots — gold-top  turbans,  twisted  with  white  and 
scarlet.  Second  dress:  As  Priest. 

UBAI). — Same  as  Busins’  First  Dress. 

PRIESTS. — White  long  shirts  to  ankle,  wtth  scarlet  and  gold 
trimmings — gold  cestus  belts  —  light  blue  circular  robes,  with  gold 
trimmings — flesh  leggings — scarlet  sandals — bine  Egyptian  lappeted 
caps,  and  gold  trimmings. 

.PRIESTS  ( In  procession). — Orange  cloth  shirts,  with  black  and 
silver  trimmings— short  blue  petticoats,  trimmed  with  black  and  gold 
— white  cassocks,  striped  with  blue  and  gold — flesh  leggings — crim¬ 
son  slippers — light  blue  and  gold  Eg)  ptian  lappeted  caps. 

BANNERMEN. —  Crimson  cloth  shirts,  with  black  and  gold 
trimmings — yellow  short  petticoats — scarlet  slippers — flesh  legs — 
white  Egyptian  cassocks,  striped  with  black,  scarlet,  and  gold — con¬ 
ical  caps  of  gold,  sniped  with  black  and  crimson,  and  gold  tissue 
lappets  at  back  of  caps. 

NEGRO  SLAVE.— Full  white  shirt— full  white  trousers — scarlet 
sash,  trimmed  with  yellow— black  arms  and  legs — scarlet  sandals — 
white  rolled  scarlet-top  turban,  ornamented  with  gold. 

FISHERMEN. — Gray  shirts,  with  black  and  yellow  trimmings — 
red  sash.es — flesh-coloured  arms  and  legs — black  sandals— blue,  yel¬ 
low,  crimson,  and  green,  striped  net  caps. 

SLAVES. — White  shirt,  bodice — white  full  trunks — white  and 
scarlet  sashes — flesh  leggings — black  sandals— scarlet-top  white  rolled 
turbans. 

MARAUDERS. — Turkish  shirt  bodies,  with  sleeves  of  broad  blue 
and  white  stripes — full  trousers  to  suit — dark  crimson  square  jackets, 
with  black  and  gold  clasps— turbans  of  crimson  and  white— flesh  leg¬ 
gings — russet  sandals. 

ATHENIAN  SOLDIERS. — F'ull  buff  shirts,  with  black  and  blue 
trimmings — flesh  arms  and  legs — black  and  gold  belts — black  sandals 
— crimson  melon  caps,  striped  with  blue  and  gold,  and  blue  and 
silver  lappets  at  the  back. 

THE  SPECTRE. — All  white,  with  flowing  drapery,  and  turban. 

A  LETHE. — White  Cashmire — petticoat,  also  white  Cashmire,  with 
gold  tissue,  and  border  of  black  and  crimson  hieroglyphics— a  cestus 
coronet  of  pearl  and  gold — large  net  veil  of  wliite,  with  gold  trim¬ 
mings— pearl  and  gold  bracelets  and  armlets— cestus  belt  of  pearl 
and  gold — flesh  coloured  stockings,  and  sandals  of  scarlet  and  gold. 
Second  dress  (Peasant ) :  Cinnamon-coloured  bodice,  with  blue  and 
stiver  trimmings — short  petticoat  to  match— full  wliite  trousers—  cin¬ 
namon-coloured  slippers — turban  rolled  with  blue  and  white.  Third 
dress:  White  surplice — chemisette  bodice — flesh-coloured  sandals — 
large  white  veil,  with  gold  trimmings. 

OHYNTHE. —  Buff  chemisette  bodice  and  sleeves — short  tabbed 
petticoat,  with  black,  scarlet,  and  silver  trimmings— blue  and  scarlet 
turban,  and  scarlet  veil— llosh  leggings— black  slippers. 
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VIRGINS  oh  PRIESTESSES.— White  chemisette  bodices,  with 
Rug  full  sleeves,  and  blue  and  gold  trimmings — long  white  petticoats, 
wiih  blue  and  gold  trimmings— aprons  of  gold  tissue,  with  black  and 
blue  trimmings — the  Flying  Globe — large  white  veils,  with  gold  trim¬ 
mings —  cestus  coronets  of  gold  tissue  —  the  Gold  Egyptian  order, 
studded  with  silver,  with  cross  beneath,  suspended  from  the  neck. 

PEASANTS. — Similar  dress  to  Oryntke,  of  various  coloured  cha- 
misettes. 


(East  of  tfje  CTfjarartn% 

As  Performed  at  the  Adelphi  Theatre ,  1829. 


Orehus,  a  pretended  Sorcerer  .  .  . 

Palmedo,  a  young  Athenian  Soldier  . 
Galzetto,  his  Egyptian  Slave  . 
Doctor  Kulliboss,mventor  of  the  Elixir 
of  Life 

Pagnag,  keeper  of  the  Golden  Beetles 

Busiris . 

L 'had . 


Mr.  Gallott. 

,  Mr.  Sinclair. 

.  Mr.  T.  P.  Cooke. 

|  Mr.  Yates. 

Mr.  Wilkinson 
Mr.  Morris. 

Mr.  Sanders. 


Alethe ,  a  Chi'istian  Maiden ,  Captive 
to  Orchus 

Orynthc,  Slave  to  Kallihoss  and  his 
intended  Wife 


\ 

} 


Miss  Graddou 
Mrs.  Yates 


Virgins,  Fishermen ,  Peasants ,  fyc.  §c. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 

ki.The  Conductors  of  this  Work  print  no  Plays  but  those  w  hich  they 
have  seen  acted.  The  Stage  Directions  are  given  front  personal 
observations,  during  the  most  recent  performances. 

EXITS  and  ENTRANCES. 

R.  means  Right ;  L.  Left ;  D.  F.  Door  in  Flat;  R.  D.  Right 
Door;  L.  1).  Left  Door ;  S.  E.  Second  Entrance;  U.  E.  Upper 
Entrance;  C.  D.  Centre  Door.  1 

RELATIVE  POSITIONS. 

R.  means  Right;  L.  Left;  C.  Ventre;  II.  C.  Right  of  Centre  ; 
L.  C.  Left  of  Centre. 

R.  RC.  C.  LC.  L. 

V  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  boon  the  Stage, facing  the  Audience. 


THE  EARTHQUAKE. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — An  Egyptian  Verandah ,  over  a  Dispensary, 
with  open  Windows,  l. — a  coloured  striped  Tent — beyond 
it,  a  Well,  or  Fountain,  flowing  into  a  natural  Stream , 
which  is  lost  in  a  Plantation  of  Fruit-trees — the  Pyra¬ 
mids,  at  Sunrise,  in  the  distance — two  Egyptian  Stools. 
Mnsic. — yIs  the  Curtain  ascends,  enter  an  Egyptian 
Slave,  R.,  beckoning  on  others — the  Men,  with  ladders, 
ascend  the  trees,  and  gather  the  fruit,  which  the  Women 
catch  in  their  baskets — others  draw  water  from  the  Well. 

RECITATIVE  and  CHORUS. 

Oh,  what  a  lovely  morning  ! 

The  birds  are  singing  gayly  ; 

We  hail  as  they 
The  sun’s  first  ray. 

Which  lights  our  labour  daily. 

Enter  Doctor  Kalliboss,  at  door,  l.  s.  e. 

Dr.  Kal.  Away  with  ye  all,  disturbing  my  profound  me¬ 
ditation  with  your  howling.  You  can’t  sing,  ye  dogs, — 
you  want  tonics.  [Exeunt  Slaves,  R.  and  l.]  What  can 
possibly  detain  Orynthe,  my  intended  bride,  so  long  at 
her  morning  devotions  ?  I’m  out  of  all  patience.  Well, 
I  must  console  myself  with  my  divine  art  of  medicine  ; 
but  I  don’t  agree  with  the  Egyptian  mediciners,  of  mak¬ 
ing  mummies  of  people  after  death — preserve  ’em  alive, 
that's  the  maxim  of  Doctor  Kalliboss.  I’m  none  of  your 
quacks,  that  take  Death  into  partnership  :  I  turn  life’s 
brevity  into  longevity,  and  make  humanity  immortal  by 
my  golden  elixir.  My  terms  are,  no  pay  no  cure — so 
my  pay’s  no  sinecure.  But  I  forgot  the  decoction  which 
I  left  brewing  ;  two  drachms  of  hellebore— bore — eh  ! 
oh,  chymistry  !  O  divine  art — oh  ! 

[ Exeunt  at  door,  l.  s.  e.,  musing . 
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[  ACT  I. 


Enter  Orynthe,  hastily,  l.— She  glances  at  the  tent,  r.s.e. 
from  whence  Galzetto  enters — he  approaches  her  with, 
caution,  throws  himself  before  the  tent ,  and  affects  to 
sleep,  at  the  sight  of  the  Doctor . —  Enter  Doctor  Kal- 
liboss,  from  the  Dispensary,  l.  s.  e. —  Galzetto  appears 
reclining  in  slumber  near  the  tent,  R  s.  e. 

Dr.  Kal.  [ Meeting  Orynthe.]  How  now,  Orynthe  ? 
'VV hat’s  the  matter,  child?  you  appear  alarmed. 

Ory.  [Confused. ]  Why,  that  is — yes — I  thought  some¬ 
body  followed  me  from  the  temple. 

Dr.  Kal.  Psha  !  there’s  nobody  here,  except  ourselves 
and  the  slaves,  who  have  been  gathering  pomegranates. 
[.4s  he  looks  around,  Galzetto  kisses  his  hand  to  Orynthe, 
who  appears  confused  when  the  Doctor  turns.]  And  yet, 
upon  second  thoughts,  it  might  be  the  strange  young 
ostrich-hunter  to  whom  I  let  this  tent  for  a  lodging,  some 
nine  days  since.  No,  it  ca^’t  be  so,  either — for  here  lies 
his  rascally  Egyptian  slave,  fast  asleep  ;  oh,  lie’s  an  idle 
ugly  fellow  that  Galzetto  :  don’t  you  think  so,  Orynthe  ? 

[Pointing  to  Galzetto,  who  affects  sleep. 
Ory.  I’m  sure  I  can’t  say  ;  you  know  it  isn’t  for  me 
to  form  opinions  of  young  men. 

Dr.  Kal.  That’s  right — that’s  a  good  girl ;  it  strikes  me 
that  you  improve  vastly  in  your  manners,  of  late.  You’ve 
put  your  forwardness  in  the  background. 

Ory.  It’s  because  I  go  so  constantly  and  early  to  my 
devotions  at  the  temple. 

Dr.  Kal.  But  don’t  go  without  a  slave  to  attend  you,  in 
future.  [Galzetto  yawns.]  So,  so,  Galzetto  begins  to 
yawn  ;  run  away — he’s  a  saucy  knave,  and  he’ll  be  say¬ 
ing  some  rude  thing  or  another,  which  he  will  consider 
civil.  [ Pushing  her  towards  the  dour,  l. 

Ory.  But  I  wish  just  to  inquire  about  the  health  of  his 
poor  young  master,  who  is  an  invalid. 

Dr.  Kal.  That’s  my  business,  and  not  yours.  Recollect 
how  soon  you  are  to  become  Mistress  Kalliboss,  and  I, 
your  intended  bridegroom,  the  immortal  inventor  of  the 
elixir  of  life. 

Ory.  Well,  I  know  all  that ;  but  where’s  the  use  of 
my  being  so  devout,  if  I  mustn’t  display  a  little  charity 
now  and  then  ? 

Dr.  Kal.  Psha!  charity  begins  at  home.  Death  and 
the  devil  !  will  you  go  in  ? 

[Exeunt  Doctor,  pushing  in  Orynthe  at  the  door ,  e.  s.  e. — 
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Galzetto  rises,  laughing,  and  kissing  his  hand  to  Orynthe. 

Gal.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  so  the  doctor  is  jealous  ;  surely,  he 
don’t  suspect  my  having  an  attachment  for  his  lovely 
slave,  Orynthe.  What  a  list  of  adventures  I  and  my 
master,  Palmedo,  have  had  since  we  quitted  Athens  in 
the  disguise  of  ostrich-hunters,  to  witness  the  festival  of 
the  Nile  ;  where,  if  my  master  hadn’t  fallen  in  love  with 
the  young  priestess,  Alethe,  or,  if  he  hadn’t  followed 
her  to  the  pyramids,  I  should  never  have  seen  Orynthe, 
to  fall  in  love  with  her.  Hem!  the  doctor!  now  for 
a  demure  look  and  a  sanctified  air. 

Enter  Doctor  Kalliboss,  at  the  door,  l.  s,  n.,with  a  vial. 

Dr.Kal.  Let  me  see:  I  forget  whether  it  be  scruples  or 
grains — ten  scruples — no,  no — grains,  not  scruples — no 
— yes— 

Gal.  Ah,  doctor  !  mixing  some  invaluable  restorative, 
some  wonderful  compound,  I’ll  be  sworn. 

Dr.  Kal.  You  are  right,  young  man  :  I  am  indeed  mix¬ 
ing  an  invaluable  balsam — my  sublime  elixir  of  life — 
the  true  renovator ; — all  my  own  discovery — cost  me  forty 
years  to  concoct;  it  cures  the  most  fatal  of  disorders. 

Gal.  And  yet  you  have  not  been  able  to  cure  my  mas¬ 
ter,  who  has  been  your  lodger  half  a  moon. 

Dr.  Kal.  That  is  because  he’s  obstinate,  and  refuses  to 
take  my  elixir  ;  if  he  would  but  take  a  dose  of  my  elixir, 
it  would  be  a  settler,  I  promise  you. 

Gal.  I  don’t  doubt  it. 

Dr.Kal.  You  are  a  discerning  fellow — one  of  the  sensi¬ 
ble  few.  But  you  look  very  ill  yourself,  wretchedly  ill. 

Gal.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  I  don’t  feel  ill. 

Dr.Kal.  [Feeling  Galzetto' s  pulse.]  You  don’t  feel  ill; 
how  should  you  know  ?  What’s  the  use  of  feeling,  to  one 
in  a  galloping  fever  ?  What  symptoms  !  your  pulse  high, 
your  cheek  burning  and  red,  your  eye  bright  and 
sparkling  !  Try  my  elixir,  and  all  these  symptoms  will 
speedily  vanish. 

Gal.  No,  no:  if  I  were  to  take  your  elixir,  it  would 
be  thrown  away,  depend  on’t. 

[Orynthe  appears  at  the  door,  i,.  s.  r. 

Dr.  Kal.  That’s  exactly  what  every  body  says  ;  they  in- 
varibly  refuse  my  all-curing  elixir.  [Aside.]  Nobody 
likes  to  try  my  elixir  ;  I  offered  that  idiot,  Pagnag, 
keeper  of  the  golden  beetles,  two  bars  of  silver,  merely 
to  take  a  single  dose,  and  the  feilow  laughed  in  my  face. 
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[ACT  I. 

If  I  don’t  dose  him  for  that,  one  of  these  days,  Pm  not  a 
doctor.  [  Galzetto  kisses  Orynthe’s  hand — on  being  seen  by 
Doctor,  Orynthe  runs  off  hastily,  l.  d. — Galzetto  pretends 
to  catch  butterflies .]  Ah  !  what  the  deuce  are  you  about 
there,  eh  ? 

Gal.  Merely  trying  to  catch  a  butterfly.  Such  a 
beauty  !  it  vanished  amongst  those  roses ;  I  wish  it 
would  come  again. 

Dr.  Kal.  Oh!  so  you  are  catching  butterflies;  a  nice 
young  man  to  catch  butterflies.  You’d  much  better  pre¬ 
pare  breakfast  for  your  master. 

Gal.  Thank  you,  sir,  for  your  kind  advice  ;  I’ll  run 
instantly,  [Exit  into  tent ,  r.  s.  e.,  kissing  his  hand  to  Orynthe . 

Re-enter  Orynthe,  l.  d.,  crossing  to  a. 

Dr.  Kal.  Eh  !  what !  are  you  catching  butterflies,  too  ? 
What  do  you  want  ?  are  you  awake  ? 

Ory.  [Rubbing  her  eyes.]  Yes,  I  think  I  am.  And  I’ll 
walkoif,  while  I’m  awake, with  my  dear  Galzetto.  [ Aside .] 
But  didn’t  you  call  ? 

Dr.  Kal.  No,  no — retire  immediately.  [Orynthe  crosses 
to  l.]  Here  you  are,  with  your  face  exposed.  O  fie  ! 
where’s  your  decorum  ?  the  decorum  due  to  the  future 
Mistress  Kalliboss?  Didn’t  I  purchase  you  of  your 
doating  parents,  on  purpose  to  make  you  my  wife? 
Come,  come,  go  in  :  the  fair  of  Astinbe  is  just  at  hand, 
and  then  we  shall  be  married. 

Ory.  [Shrieking  with  affected  pain.]  Oh  dear  !  oh  ! 

Dr.  Kal.  What’s  the  matter? 

Ory.  I’m  very  ill  ;  oh  dear  !  a  sudden  dizziness,  a 
faintness  all  over — I’m  dying.  Where’s  some  of  your 
admirable  elixir  ? 

Dr.  Kal.  I’ve  a  great  mind  to  give  her  some  of  my  elixir 
— no,  I  won’t,  it  may  kill  her;  I  don’t  like  to  give  it  her 
till  we’re  married. 

[The  Doctor  brings  a  stool  forward  J  or  Orynthe. 

Ory.  Oh,  dear  !  make  haste  ! 

Dr.  Kal.  Stop,  my  dear — 

Ory.  O— h! 

Dr.  Kal.  Oh  dear  !  I — don’t  recover  till  I  come  back. 

[Exit  into  the  house ,  l. 

Enter  Galzetto,  r. 

Ory¥  [Rising.]  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Only  a  moment  is  left 


us — we  are  suspected.  I  have  a  little  commission  to 
execute.  Did  you  not  say  your  master  was  an  Athenian  ? 

Gal.  A  very  noble  one. 

On/.  This  tablet  was  thrust  into  my  hand,  at  devotion, 
by  a  young  priestess  ;  I  promised  to  place  it  in  the  pos¬ 
session  of  an  Athenian.  ’Tis  addressed — 

Gal.  To  my  master.  Should  it  be  from  the  object  of 
his  love — from  Alethe? 

Ory.  It  is  from  her.  Ah,  we  are  interrupted — fly 
[Shrieks  again,  and  hastily  seats  herself,  tohile  Galzetto  kisses  he r 

hand  and  retires ,  u. 

Enter  Doctor  Kauboss,  ivith  elixir,  l.  d. 

Ory.  [Starting  up.]  Oh,  wonderful  elixir  ! 

Dr.  Eal.  Eh,  how  ?  what  the  devil  do  you  mean? 

Ory.  The  very  sight  of  it  has  restored  me  to  my  facul¬ 
ties — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Dr.  Kal.  Cockatrice!  am  1  the  subject  of  your  ridicule  ? 
[Orynthe  laughs  heartily — the  Doctor  chases  her  in,  and 
replaces  the  stool  at  the  door,  l.  s.  e.J  She’s  a  shrew,  a 
Tartar,  a  very  devil  !  But  I  must  go  my  rounds,  and 
visit  my  patients.  I  wonder  how  the  sacred  cow  is,  on 
which  1  tried  the  first  experiment  of  my  elixir  last  night. 
That’s  the  only  animal,  biped  or  quadruped,  that  I  could 
get  to  take  it,  and  she  kicked  at  it.  [Exit,  r.  it.  e. 

Enter  Palmedo,  r.u.  e.,  with  a  bow — a  quiver  with 
arrow's,  at  his  back. — Song  introduced. 

Enter  Gai.zetto,  from  tent,  r.  s.  f.. 

Gal.  Oh,  sir,  I  have  such  news  ! 

Pal.  From  Alethe? 

Gal.  Ay,  sir,  read  these  characters. 

Pal.  Ah,  they  are  indeed  hers  !  [Opetis  a  tablet,  and 
reads.]  “  Chance  has  informed  me  that  you  wander  near 
these  pyramids,  in  which,  since  our  stolen  interviews  were 
detected,  I  have  been  immured,  never  more  to  behold  the 
light  of  heaven.  Think  of  me  sometimes,  but  do  not  at¬ 
tempt  to  see  me  again — the  effort  were  vain,  and  might 
entail  death  on  us  both.  This  little  cross  is  my  last,  my 
only  token.  Farewell  for  ever.”  This  cross,  I’ll  wear  it 
next  my  heart ;  but  the  tablet,  whence  comes  it? 

Gal.  From  Orynthe — this  instant,  in  haste,  she  gave 
it  me.  Retire,  dear  sir,  I  entreat ;  be  prevailed  on  to 
take  some  refreshment ;  I’ll  just  watch  the  doctor  out 
of  sight,  then  endeavour  tolearn.  further — ah  !  a  foot- 
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[act  r. 

Btep !— I’ll  listen— I’ll  observe.  Courage,  dear  sir,  all 
will  be  right  yet,  depend  on’t.  [ Exeunt ,  r. 

Enter  Pagnag,  peeping ,  with  a  striped  wand ,  L.  u.  e. 

Pag.  Thanks  to  my  stars,  nobody  suspects  it  was  I, 
the  keeper  of  the  golden  beetles,  who  followed  hence 
Orynthe  so  mysteriously,  any  more  than  they  suspect 
I’m  watching  for  an  opportunity  to  declare  my  passion. — 
What’s  the  doctor’s  love  compared  to  mine  ?  I  saw  a 
fellow  just  now  trying  to  speakwith  her — no  matter  who 
—  here’s  a  figure !  w'hen  she  looks  at  me,  she’ll  see  a  bit  of 
nature.  I  know  Orynthe  loves  me — she  never  told  me 
so — I  never  spoke  to  her  in  all  my  life  ;  but  I  will  speak 
to  her — only  I’m  so  bashful.  Ah!  I  wish  she  were  a 
beetle,  that  I  might  catch  her,  and  feed  her  on  mulberry- 
leaves  ;  but  I’ll  summon  up  resolution,  I’ll - 

Ory.  [At  the  Verandah.]  Heigho  ! 

Pag.  [Sinking  into  a  chair.]  All  my  courage  sinks 
down  to  my  feet. 

Ory.  Ah !  if  he  were  fond  of  me  as  I  of  him,  he  would 
be  here  at  this  moment — if  I  am  forbid  to  visit  the  tem¬ 
ple  every  morning,  I  cannot  behold  him  as  usual. 

Pag.  Visit  the  temple  !  I  guessed  she  came  there  on 
my  account.  Happy  Pagnag!  she’ll  discover  me  presently. 
[Seats  himself  on  a  stool ,  u.]  I’ll  pretend  to  be  asleep — 
then,  at  the  sight  of  me  so  near,  thinking  that  I  can’t  hear, 
some  sudden  burst  of  emotion  will  betray  every  sentiment 
in  my  favour. 

Ory.  Hist!  hist!  alas,  he  doesn’t  hear  me. 

Pag.  [Affecting  sleep.]  Yes,  but  he  does,  though  ;  ha, 
ha  !  what  a  cunning  little  devil  I  am. 

Ory.  Ah,  the  doctor  !  [Disappears  from  Verandah. 

Enter  the  Doctor,  cautiously,  r.u.  e.,  with  a  vial. 

Dr.Kal.  [Advancing.]  I  cannot  help  thinking  of  that 
fellow,  Galzetto ;  but,  if  he  laughs  at  me,  it  shall  be  on 
the  other  side  of  his  mouth.  [Sits  down  on  a  stool,  L. 

Pag.  She’s  admiring  my  mouth,  ha,  ha!  I  must  say, 
it’s  a  very  fine  one. 

Dr.  Kal.  [ Cautiously .]  I’ll  let  him  know  I’m  no  fool, 
in  spite  of  his  teeth. 

Pag.  Now  it’s  my  teeth,  I’ll  show  them  to  advantage. 

[ Opening  his  mouth. 

Dr.  Kal.  [fti.ses.]  I  only  wish  I  may  ever  have  the  op¬ 
portunity  :  eh!  as  I  live,  Pagnag,  and  fast  asleep!  his 
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SCENE  I.] 

mouth  as  round  as  a  funnel,  vvlmt  an  opening  for  my 
elixir. 

[He  takes  a  vial  from  his  pocket,  and  shakes  it ,  and,  run¬ 
ning  towards  Pagnag ,  pours  the  elixir  down  his  throat. 

Dr.  Kul.  ’Tis  accomplished  !  ’tis  accomplished  ! 

Pug.  What’s  accomplished  ? 

Dr.Kal.  [Holding  Pagnag’ s  jaws.]  Don’t  lose  a  drop 
of  the  invaluable  elixir. 

Pug.  [Sinking  on  his  knees.]  Elixir  !  then  I’m  a  lost 
man  !  I’m  a  murdered  beetle-keeper.  Oh,  you  cursed 
doctor. 

Dr.  Kul.  If  you  can  but  keep  it  down,  it  will  do  you 
good. 

Pag.  Do  me  good  !  don’t  I  know  what  it  is  ?  Hav’nt 
I  taste?  hav’nt  I  smell?  ’Tis  the  same  liquor  as  you 
gave  to  the  sacred  cow — how  am  I  to  support  what  the 
cow  couldn’t — she’s  dead. 

Dr.  Kal.  [Dropping  the  vial.]  Dead  !  what,  the  cow 
dead  ? 

Pag.  She  died  of  a  convulsion  this  morning,  and  I — 
oh,  you  infamous  doctor  !  [Wiping  his  mouth.]  Oh! 

Dr.  Kal.  The  cow  dead  !  the  sacred  cow  !  I  must  fly — 
mourn,  Egypt — let  the  Nile  overflow  its  banks  with  tears . 
The  death  of  a  cow  has  brought  about  a  catastrophe 
which  all  the  waters  of  the  Nile  shall  never  be  able  to 
wash  from  your  memories :  the  great,  the  renowned 
Dr.  Kalliboss,  leaves  you  for  ever — ill-fated  country  ! 
with  the  recipe  of  the  immortal  elixir  in  his  pocket. 
My  fancy  wanders — brain,  brain!  Ornythe!  I — oh, 
lost,  lost!  [Rushing  into  the  house,  l. 

Pag.  What  shall  I  do?  He  knows  me  in  a  hopeless 
way,  and  conscience  makes  a  coward  of  him — I’m  a 
dying  !  help,  oh  ! 

Enter  GalzettO,  r. 

Gal.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Pag.  What’s  the  matter  ?  Why  didn’t  you  come  be¬ 
fore?  Look  at  me,  did  you  ever  see  anything  like  me 
before  ?  I’m  a  corpse — I’m  pisoned — I,  Pagnag,  the 
keeper  of  the  golden  beetles  !  Good  youth,  support 
me  to  the  pyramids  :  let  me  die  amongst  my  innocent 
little  beetles — they  will  be  the  only  friends  to  weep 
over  me,  to  regret  my  loss,  for  they’ll  all  be  starved  to 
death.  They’ll  go  all  into  mourning  for  me — black 
beetles. 
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Gal.  To  the  pyramids !  you,  then,  know  their  secret 
entrance — show  it  me. 

Pag.  Yes,  for  the  sake  of  being  carried  to  expire — 
surrounded  by  my  numerous  family  ;  or  perhaps  Orchus 
might  sorcerify  me  well  again.  Oh,  that  I  should  be 
pisoned — this  day,  too,  this  day,  when  there  are  such 
fine  doings  in  the  pyramids ;  a  vestal  to  be  made 
priestess  of  fire,  or,  refusing  that,  to  be  doomed  to  death — 
perhaps,  a  beautiful  sight,  and  I  not  witness  it — Alethe 
buried  alive,  probably,  and  I  not  able  to  enjoy  the  in¬ 
teresting  ceremony — oh  ! 

Enter  Palm edo,  hastily,  r. 

Pal.  You  uttered  Alethe’s  name — you  know  of  her 
retreat — her  destiny. 

Pag.  Support  me  to  the  pyramid — I — oh,  that  cursed 
doctor  :  if  I  die,  write  on  my  tomb,  here  lies  a  cow — no, 
a  pisoned  youth — that  way,  sweet  strangers,  good 
strangers,  to  the  pyramid — oh! 

Gal.  Lean  on  me. 

Pal.  Aid  me,  propititious  fate  !  should  he  teach  me  the 
way  which  leads  to  Alethe. 

Gal.  Stay  an  instant,  master — I  never  like  to  go  upon 
an  excursion  without  my  travelling  companions.  [ Taking 
a  bow  and  arrow  from  the  tent.]  There,  if  L  meet  an  ostrich , 
I  wing  him  ;  if  an  enemy,  perhaps  I  know  how  to  wing 
him,  too.  Eh,  young  man. 

Pag.  All  the  while  you  talks,  I  dies.  Oh,  the  cow  ! 

Oh,  the  doctor  !  Oh,  the  beetles  !  Oh,  the - 

[Music. — Faints — they  support  him ,  and  exeunt,  r. 

SCENE  IT. — The  City  of  the  Dead,  composed  of  a  variety 

of  Tombs,  which  are  shaded  by  sacred  Trees — a  Tomb, 

R.,  on  which  is  inscribed  the  word  “  Theora 

Music — Enter  Alethe,  richly  attired,  wearing  a  garland 
on  her  head,  and  a  lyre  of  gold  on  her  arm,  l. 

SONG — A  i,t.TH  e. 

This  garland  pale,  that  binds  my  hair, 

Like  me,  must  wither  on  a  tomb  ; 

This  harp  Alethe  loved  to  tonch, 

Like  her,  must  pine  in  silent  gloom 
Yet,  as  yon  sweet  flowers  fade  away. 

While  their  last  perfume  floats  along, 

Struck  by  the  breeze,  these  mournful  chords 
Shall  sadly  peal  their  parting  song. 
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So,  sometimes,  too,  at  evening’s  hour, 

Oh,  woo,  my  harp,  the  trembling  gale, 

And  bid  it  waft  to  other  lands 
Thy  pensive  mistress’  love-lorn  tale. 

Then,  should  one  wild  note  reach  his  ear, 

For  whom  this  heart  must  break  ere  long, 

He’ll  know,  and  hallow  with  a  tear, 

His  poor  Alethe’s  parting  song. 

[She  kneels,  and  hungs  the  lyre  and  garland  on  tne  tomb. 

Enter  Busiris,  l.,  observing . 

Bus.  She  prays  at  the  tomb  of  her  mother— her  youth¬ 
ful  beauty  moves  my  heart  to  pity. — Alethe  ! 

Ale.  [Rising.]  Busiris  ! 

Bus.  The  holy  rites  await  your  coming  :  the  great 
Orchus  approaches  the  altar  on  his  winged  chair,  to 
proclaim  thee  Priestess  of  Fire,  to  enshroud  thee  in  the 

black  veil.  . 

Ale.  That  fearful  veil,  which  must  never  again  by 
mortal  hand  be  lifted,  which  condemns  me  to  associate 
with  the  most  wretched.  Cruel  votaries  of  Osiris,  what 
has  the  defenceless  Alethe  done,  to  merit  such  a  doom? 

Bus.  Broken  her  early  vows  at  our  shrines— at¬ 
tempted  clandestine  flight  with  a  stranger. 

Ale.  If  I  loved  that  stranger,  would  it  not  have  been 
equally  a  crime  to  deny  it — if  I  preferred  liberty  and 
happiness  on  earth  to  slavery  and  seclusion  here,  was 

it  more  than  natural  ?  , 

Bus.  The  handmaids  of  Osiris  find  freedom  at  the 
base  of  the  altar,  which  is  devoted  to  him. 

Ate.  But  I  am  not  the  handmaid  of  Osiris  :  my  mo¬ 
ther,  who  died  a  broken-hearted  captive  in  these  pyra 
mids,  was  a  Christian  ;  at  her  death,  she  had  nothing  to 
bequeath  me  but  her  faith— she  confirmed  it  with  her 
last  dying  blessing,  and  I  am  resolved  to  have  no  other. 

Bus.  Rash  girl,  you  know  not  what  you  utter. 

Ale.  [Proudly.]  I  know  and  feel  that  I  am  a  Chiis- 
tiari  and  that  a  Christian  should  disdain  the  gilded 
mockeries  which  attribute  to  a  mere  mortal,  like  myself, 
the  powers  and  the  wonders  of  a  deity. 

Bits.  Impious  girl,  forbear  !  and  meekly  thy  vows 
perform ;  for  see,  [Crossing  to  r.]  where  the  devoted 
servants  of  fire  approach  to  enrol  thee  in  their  holy 

order. 
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Music. —  Enter  Four  Virgins,  R.,  covered  with  black  veils, 

tvith  silver  torches,  unlit. — Busiris  leads  two  to  l. 

— Alethe  crosses  to  centre. 

CHORUS. 

Con:e,  Alethe  !  Alethe  ! 

Sister  of  solitude  unceasng  ;  unceasing,  hail 
The  mystic  fire  and  the  sable  veil ! 

AIR. — Alethe. — Kneels  near  tomb,  R.  s.  R. 

Shade  of  my  mother,  pity  and  despair, 

And  teacli  my  heart  a  fate  like  theirs  to  bear!  [Rises. 

C'ho.  Come,  Alethe!  &c. 

[They  lead  her  out , followed  by  Busiris,  r. 

Enter  Pagnag,  pale  and  agitated,  followed  by  ( ialzetto ,  l. 

Gal.  There,  there,  you’re  quite  out  of  danger. 

Pag.  Am  I  ?  Then  common  gratitude  demands  that  I 
should  tell  you,  in  return,  you  are  in  danger. 

Gal.  In  danger  of  what? 

Pag.  If  you  are  discovered  loitering  amongst  the 
Pyramids,  and  deny  that  you  are  a  beetle-worshipper, 
ten  to  one  but  you  fly  or  swim — that  is,  hang  or 
drown. 

Gal.  No  equivocation,  sirrah  1  Didn’t  you  promise  to 
show  me  a  secret  entrance  to  the  Pyramids  ? 

Pag.  Yes,  when  I  thought  myself  dying,  and  it  didn’t 
matter  what  I  said  or  did  ;  but,  now  I’m  recovering,  to 
offend  the  inflexible  Orchus  would  be  to  occasion  a  mor¬ 
tal  relapse. 

Gal.  Is  this  your  gratitude,  rascal  ? 

Pag.  ’Tis  downright  gratitude  makes  me  bid  you  take 
to  your  heels,  while  you’ve  a  heel  to  stand  on.  There, 
now,  don’t  utter  another  syllable,  I  won’t  hear  it.  [Look¬ 
ing  round  mysteriously.]  Not  a  word  you  utter  escapes 
the  ear  of  the  gracious  Prince  of  the  Pyramids— he’s  a 
sorcerer.  Oh,  dear!  if  he  should  find  me  demeaning 
myself  by  holding  conversation  with  you,  he’d  wisk  me 
through  the  air  on  the  tail  of  a  fiery  dragon,  or,  perhaps, 
order  me  to  be  toss’d  into  the  Nile,  as  a  plaything  for 
the  young  crocodiles. 

Gal.  Indeed  !  this  Orchus  must  be  a  terrific  fellow. 

Pag.  [Cautiously.]  Oh,  bless  you,  there’s  no  end  to 
his  conjurations!  if  he  does  but  sit  down  in  a  chair,  at 
a  motion  of  his  little  finger,  off'  he  goes,  chair  and  all, 
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to  the  moon  ;  or  the  very  earth  opens  to  receive  him,  if 
he  does  but  stamp  with  his  feet,  thus —  [S'fa?nps  his  foot. 

Music. — Gong  sounds — a  side  door ,  r.  s.  e.,  near  the  tomb, 
files  open ,  and  a  Negro ,  with  a  turban  on  his  head, 
appears. 

Negro.  Enter,  and  fear  not.  [ Vanishes ,  r.  s.  e. 

Gal.  Amazement, 

Pag.  [ Trembling .]  Oh,  dear  !  oh,  dear  !  I’ve  gone 
and  betrayed  the  signal  which  opens  the  pass  to  one  of 
the  subterranean  galleries.  If  you  wouldn’t  be  a  dead 
man,  if  you  wouldn’t  see  my  innocent  head  prostrate  at 
your  feet,  I — oh  ! [Alethe  sings  without ,  k.  s.  e. 

Enter  Palmedo,  l. 

Pal.  ’Tis  Alethe’s  voice — from  that  chasm  it  issues. 
Alethe  !  oh,  joy  ! 

Pag.  I  know,  by  that  song,  she’s  condemned  to  die  ! 
how  lucky  I  am  to  arrive  just  in  time  to  witness  her 
sufferings.  [Alethe  sings  again  without,  r.  s.  e. 

Pal.  Again  she  calls  me  !  I  come,  Alethe  ! 

[Bushes  through  aperture,  r.  s.  e. 
Pag.  Oh,  dear,  stay  !  they’ll  kill  you — but  it’s  no 
fault  cf  mine. 

Gal.  Dog  !  do  you  see  this  poniard  ?  Lead  me  in¬ 
stantly  to  my  master,  or  no  mercy - 

[Seizing  him.  by  the  throat. 
Pag.  You  are  so  hasty.  Oh,  take  my  advice,  and — 
Gal.  My  master  !  to  my  master  !  make  haste  ! 

Pag.  You’ll  repent — you’ll  be  magicified  into  a  cow, 
or  beetle,  or  a  baboon  ;  but  it’s  no  fault  of  mine. 

Gal.  On! 

Pag.  Oh  !  [Exeunt  through  aperture. 

SCENE  III. —  The  Temple  of  the  Holy  Ibis  Bird ,  com¬ 
posed  of  Pillars  of  various  colours ,  and  covered  with 
Egyptian  Characters — the  background  a  continuation  of 
Pillars  through  Gauzes — an  Altar  in  the  centre ,  on 
which  is  an  Ibis  of  scarlet  and  gold ,  with  flame  issuing 
from  its  mouth. 

Enter  a  Procession ,  bearing  banners ,  on  which  the  resem¬ 
blance  of  the  Ibis  is  conspicuous — Four  Virgins  carry 
a  black  veil  with  silver  torches — the  Procession  forms 
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a  circle  round  the  Altar — two  torches,  unlighted,  are 
on  the  Altar. 

GRAND  CHORUS. 

Bird  of  the  biessed  mystery  — 

Spirit  of  fire  divine  ! 

With  trembling  steps,  we  humbly  lead 
A  daughter  to  thy  shrine. 

[Exeunt  Four  Priestesses,  a.,  for  Alethe — Principal  Priestess 
lights  her  torch  at  the  mouth  of  the  bird,  Ibis.  _ 

Re-enter  the  Four  Priestesses,  r.,  with  Alethf.,  who  is 
covered  with  the  black  veil — they  lead  her  to  the  Altar, 
where  she  kneels — the  Principal  Priestess  gives  a 
lighted  torch  to  Alethe. 

Cho.  [Repeated.]  Come,  Alethe,  &c. 

[ At  the  end  of  the  Choms,  Alethe  throws  away  her  lighted 
torch  and  veil ,  r. 


GRAND  CHORUS. 

By  the  descending  mystic  flames, 

Our  mighty  chief  his  will  proclaims.  [ Thunder . 

He  comes,  the  master  of  our  woe  and  weal. — 

Descend,  great  power,  and  bless  us  where  we  kneel ! 


The  Altar  sinks — Orchus  is  seen  descending  in  a  chair 
covered  with  hieroglyphics — they  all  kneel,  excipl 
Alethe,  ivho,  by  her  attitude ,  displays  her  indignation. 

Ore.  Obdurate  girl!  scorn’st  thou  my  anger  still? 
With  vivid  lightnings  I  could  strike  thee  dead  ! 

Ale.  The  wrong’d  Alethe  fears  not  wrath  like  thine. 
Ore.  Can  I  not  torture  thee  ? 

Ale.  Yes,  and  I  can  die  ! 

Ore.  Gut  I  have  spells  to  reach  thee  in  thy  grave. 
Ale.  There  I  defy  thee,  as  I  scorn  thee  here? 

Ore.  [Fiercely .]  Say’st  thou — my  magic  powers - - 

Ale.  Mockeries,  all. 

Ore.  Malediction  ! 


and  the  lights  be - 


[Gong. —  The  People  hurry  out  n.  and  L., 
come  extinguished. 

Ore.  Alethe,  we  are  alone  : 

False  to  thy  vows,  and  for  attempted  flight, 

I  devote  thee  to  Osiris.  [ Producing  a  dagger, 

Osins,  mark  my  oath  !  [RoU  df 

She  dies  ! 


Ale.  [Falling  on  her  knees.]  So  soon— so  suddenly  ?— 
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Enough,  I  die  a  Christian!  Mother,  attend — enfold  me 
in  thine  arms  ! 

Ore.  She  calls  upon  her  mother — on  Theora! 

Even  where  she  lies.  Methinks,  I  see 
Theora’s  image,  pale,  and  like  a  mist, 

Hovering,  hovering  o’er  her! — 

That  spectre  form,  which  often,  at  dim  midnight, 
Undraws  my  curtain  with  its  fearful  finger, 

Accusing  me  of  crimes  terrific  ! — Away  ! 

Alethe  is  devoted  ! 

My  wrath — my  oath  demands  it!  [ Raises  Alethe. 

Bus.  [  Without ,  L.]  Mighty  Orchus,  where  art  thou, 
my  lord  ? 

Enter  Busiris,  l. — Alethe  retires  up  to  r.  u.  e. 

Ore.  Why  am  I  interrupted  ?  hence  ! 

Bus.  Strangers  are  in  the  Pyramids. 

Ore.  Strangers  !  How  entered  they  ? — What  seek 
they  ? 

Bus.  They  named  Alethe. 

Ore.  Alethe!  Their  number  ? 

Bus.  Two. 

Ore.  Ah  !  ’tis  her  lover  !  ’Tis  well  she  lives, — 

Both  shall  endure  my  vengeance  !  [Crosses  to  t. 

Silence  !  follow  me  ! 

[Exeunt  Orchus  and  Busiris  mysteriously. 

CONCERTED  MUSIC. 

Ale.  [Recovering.]  I  wake,  as  from  a  frightful  sleep. 

My  doom,  my  cruel  doom,  is  still  to  bear  1 
Through  all  my  frame  what  icy  terrors  creep — 
Pal.  [Without.]  Alethe!  Alethe! 

Ale.  [Rising.]  Ah  !  Palmedo’s  voice  I  hear  ! 

Pal.  [Without.]  Alethe!  Alethe! 

Ale.  Oh,  misery  !  oh,  woe!  he  comes, 

Alethe’s  death  to  share. — 

Pal.  Alethe!  Alethe! 

Ale.  Could  I  but  warn  him  to  depart — 

Ah,  horror  !  Orchus  there  ! 

[She  approaches,  then  rushes  out,  r. 

Re-enter  Busiris,  ivith  a  javelin,  r. 

He  comes,  the  second  victim  of  our  hate  : 
Sorrow  and  vengeance  here  his  steps  await. 

[Exit  Busiris,  n. 

Pal.  Where  is  my  love? 

Enter  Palmedo,  r.  s.  e. 

Alethe  !  oh,  appear ! 

In  vain,  in  vain  I  gaze,  sue  is  not  here ! 
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AIR. — Palmedo. 

Through  the  caver n’d  eartli  I’ll  seek  her, — 

Where  Alethe  hides  I’ll  fly. 

Be  it  bliss,  or  be  it  torture, 

With  my  love  I’ll  live  or  die  !  R. 

Enter  Galzetto,  hastily ,  followed  by  Pagnag,  r.s.  e. 

Gal .  Master — where’s  my  master,  rascal? 

Pag.  1  know  nothing  of  your  master ;  didn’t  I  caution 
you  both  not  to  be  poking  your  noses  into  this  place? 

Gul.  What  a  strange  labyrinth  !  so  dark,  so  intricate, 
I  begin  to  suspect  we  are  in  the  lion’s  den,  and  you, 
with  your  pretended  innocence,  are  the  infamous  jackal, 
who  has  served  as  a  decoy - 

Pag.  Now,  there’s  gratitude!  do  I  look  like  a  jackal 
ora  decoy — I,  who  wouldn’t  stamp  even  upon  a  beetle,  do 
you  think  I’d  tread  upon  you  ?  Oh  dear!  didn’t  I  tell 
you  you'd  never  go  out  alive  ?  and  you  a  Christian  fol¬ 
lower. 

Gal.  Where  can  my  master  be? — That  mysterious 
door -  [Looking  oat ,  r.  s.  e. 

Pag.  Don’t  enter  there  :  that’s  the  Christian  torture- 
box  ;  it  contains  a  large  snake  ;  he’ll  swallow  you  soon 
enough,  without  your  running  down  his  throat. 

Gal.  Swallow  me — he  be - 

Pag.  Oh!  don’t  make  use  of  naughty  words — Orchus, 
the  gracious  Orchus,  overhears  everything.  How  I  trem¬ 
ble! 

Enter  Orchus,  l.  u.  e.,  crossing  gradually  to  r.  u.  e. 

Gal.  Orchus,  again  !  Is  this  Orchus  you  mention  so 
very  vindictive  ?  Speak,  or — 

Pag.  Why,  I  don’t  mind  having  a  little  mutual  confi¬ 
dence  with  you,  because  you  are  a  friend  ;  but  you  must 
know,  this — [Looking  round .]  Orchus,  the  gracious  Or¬ 
chus,  is  a  devil  in  a  saint’s  dress — a  monster  of  monstro¬ 
sity— the  most  inhuman,  the  most  savage,  the  most  dia¬ 
bolical — [Seeing  Orchus. J  Oh  !  what  will  become  of  me 
now? — [Aside.]  I  say  Orchus  is  the  most  amiable,  the 
most  heavenly,  the  most  indulgent  creature  on  earth. 

[Orchus  crosses  to  l.,  and  retires. 

Gal.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Pag.  [Crossing  to  r.,  as  Orchus  advances ,  l.]  What, 
indeed!  I  mean,  it’s  you  who  are  diabolical,  inhuman) 
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and  savage,  not  the  gracious  Orclius — he,  he — oh  I  [ Exit 
Orchus,  l.]  l’in  glad  he’s  gone. 

Gal.  He’s  mad — he  doesn’t  know  what  he  says. 

Pag'.  \es,  I  am  mad  —  uncommonly,  extraordinary 
mad  ;  I  don’t  think  I  do  know  what  I  say,  at  times  ;  I’ll 
only  speak  by  expressive  signs  in  future:  good  bye! 

Gal.  [Holding  his  armlets .]  You  leave  me? 

Pag.  I  say,  take  care  of  my  wings  ;  I  shan’t  have  a 
feather  to  fly  with ;  I  don’t  like  to  stay,  and  interrupt 
business. 

Gal.  [Detaining  him.]  What  business,  sirrah,  eh  : — Not 
a  word.  Make  one  of  your  expressive  signs,  then,  or — 

[Pagnag  points  over  one  shoulder  with  his  thumb,  then  draw's 
his  fingers  across  his  throat ,  and  goes  out ,  K. 

Gal.  [Touching  his  sword.]  Cut  my  throat,  will  he  ? 
I  should  like  to  see  the  man  that  would  dare  to  attempt 
it.  I’m  almost  bewildered. 

Enter  Palmedo,  r.  s.  e. 

Pal.  Galzetto ! 

Gal.  Sir! 

Enter  Orchus,  l.  u.  e.,  and  Busiris,  r,  u.  e. 

Ore.  (c.)  Strangers,  you  have  sought  our  shrine  un™ 
bidden,  doubtless  to  adopt  our  faith. 

Pal.  Never;  I  disbelieve  in  the  sorcery  which  you 
affect  to  practise. 

Ore.  Too  well  I  know,  audacious  youth,  by  that  cross 
glittering  on  your  breast,  that  you  seek  its  mistress, 
Alethe. 

Pal.  I  do:  give  me  but  her,  I’ll  pile  your  altars  high 
with  untold  gold. 

Ore.  [Aside,  crossing  to  L.]  Indeed,  so  rich  !  Osiris 
must  not.  lose  so  rare  a  prize.  You  have  come  hither,  ei¬ 
ther  to  pollute  our  shrine,  or  to  become  our  friend — to 
die  our  victim,  or  to  share  our  worship.  I  leave  you  an 
instant,  to  reflect:  life  or  death  rests  on  your  own  deci¬ 
sion.  [Exeunt  Orchus  and  Busiris,  hast  ly,  l.  s.  e. 

Pal.  ’Tis  decided  ;  I — 

Enter  Alethe,  r. 

Ale.  Palmedo,  stay. 

Pal.  [Embracing  her.]  My  Alethe  ! 

Ale.  Dearest  Palmedo,  why  have  you  come  hither? 
Threats;  resistance,  all  are  vain  ;  you  are  lost  Ah  1  the 
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magic  chair!  my  mother,  who  knew  all  the  secrets  of  this 
place,  assured  me  that  the  secret  spring  of  that  chair, 
supposed  to  be  magical,  would  yield  as  obediently  to 
the  hand  of  another  as  to  that  of  Orchus  :  could  we  but 
discover  it — [Searching.]  Ah!  in  vain — ’tis  too,  too  late. 

[ Conceals  herself  behind  the  chair,  k.  u.  e. 

Enter  Orchus,  l.  s.  e. 

Ore.  [ Crossing  to  c.]  Your  answer? 

Pal.  [Goes  down  on  l.]  I  wear  the  sword  of  a  Chris¬ 
tian  soldier.  [ Drawing  his  sword. 

Gal.  (r.)  So  do  I.  [ Drawing  his  sword. 

Ore.  [  Wielding  his, javelin.]  Destruction  on  your  heads ! 

[ Strikes  Palmedo's  sword  down. 
[Music. — They  fight — Alethe  is  seen  searching  for  the  sprmg 

of  the  chair,  and  discovers  it — she  and  Palmedo  seat  themselves 

in  the  chair,  as  Galzetto's  sivord  is'  stricken  down  by  Orchus. 

Ale.  The  secret  spring — I  have  discovered  it! 

Gal.  Discovered  the  magic  spring  in  that  chair  ?  could 
we  reach  it — to  safety — release  me  ! 

Ore.  Never  :  I’ll  struggle  with  thee  till  death, — in 
my  grasp  thou  shalt  die — help  ! 

[As  they  struggle,  Galzetto  snatches  the  javelin  from  Orchus, 
and  leaps  behind  the  magic  chair,  forming  a  picture  of  de- 
jiance. 

Gal.  He  that  dares  approach  this  chair,  receives  this 
javelin  through  his  heart? 

[ The  chair  flies  away  through  the  clouds,  bearing  off  Alethe, 
Palmedo,  and  Galzetto  ;  the  rest  of  the  characters  enter  r. 
and  r.,  and  become  transfixed  with  astonishment,  as  the 
act-drop  falls. 

END  OF  ACT  I. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I  .—A  Grove  of  Abyssinian  Trees,  on  the  banks 
of  the  Nile. — A  Cottage,  R.  in  f. — A  Bank ,  l. 

Table  and  Two  Stools. 


,  s.  E. — 


Alethe  seated,  r.— Palmedo,  l.— The  Host  places  the 
fruit  on  Table,  and  exit,  r.  d. 

Pal.  Loved  Alethe,  why  retains  that  eye  its  sad,  sad 
melancholy  ?  Here  is  to  all  peace  and  safety.  This  pea- 
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sant’s  habit  purchased,  by  the  way,  will  shield  thee  from 
detection  Droop  not,  Alethe — a  soldier’s  arm  sustains 
thee.  [So?ig  introduced. 

Enter  Galzetto,  hastily ,  l. 

Gal.  Sir,  sir,  strangers  descend  the  hill  which  leads 
from  Memphis  ;  and,  although  the  flying  car  of  Orchus 
lifted  us  out  of  the  Pyramid,  yet  we  must  lose  no  time, 
or  he’ll  be  up  with  us,  depend  on’t. 

Pal.  Well,  well,  the  boat. 

Gal.  ’Tis  dismissed. 

Pal.  You  promised  to  secure  another  vessel. 

Gal.  Yes,  sir  ;  but  there’s  not  a  boat  to  be  had  :  every 
plank  of  ’em  has  been  hired  for  the  mart  of  Artinbe  ;  all 
gone. 

Ale.  [Looking  out.']  Ah!  our  pursuers  approach  !  We 
are  lost ! 

Pal.  [To  Galzetto.]  What  is  to  be  done? 

Gal.  I  have  it :  I’ll  bribe  the  landlord  to  assist  us. 
You,  sir,  and  Madame  Alethe,  retire  :  in,  in,  or  it  will 
be  too  late.  [Exeunt  through  scene  into  the  house,  r. 

Enter  Orynthe  on  a  mule,  l.  s.  e.,  led  by  the  Doctor. 

Dr.  Kal.  Oh,  how  tired  I  am — my  legs  are  nearly 
bent  double  with  fatigue. 

Ory.  Doctor,  you  forget  me  ;  once  you  suffered  me  to 
fall  off,  and  twice  yourself  walked  through  a  quagmire, 
up  to  your  knees. 

Dr.  Kal.  I  have  found  out  something  by  my  journey  : 
I  have  found  out  that  a  mule  is  almost  as  obstinate  as  a 
woman. — There,  put  your  foot  into  my  hand. 

[Lifting  Orynthe  down. 

Ory.  I’m  tired  to  death. 

[She  throws  off  her  blue  mantle  and  red  veil,  and  afterwards 
places  them  on  the  stool,  r. 

Dr.  Kal.  Oh,  dear!  oh,  dear!  that  ever  I  should  have 
tried  my  elixir  on  one  of  the  sacred  cows,  and  that  the 
cow  should  die  !  I — oh,  so  you  are  the  host,  I  presume. 
Enter  Galzetto,  k.  f.,  as  the  Host,  disguised  in  a  mantle 
and  turban — a  slave  following  him. 

Gal.  Yes,  your  gracious  reverence,  I'm  the  host — im¬ 
patient  to  obey  your  commands.  [Bowing  obsequiously. 

Dr.  Kal.  I’m  obliged  to  you  ;  I  do  require  some  little 
attention,  not  that  I’m  proud,  or  haughty,  or  particular, 
like  other  great  men — he,  he,  he  ! 
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Gal.  The  stupid  old  beast. 

Dr.Kal.  Eh!  what,  what  ? 

Gal.  I  was  speaking  to  the  mule,  sir. 

Dr.  Kal.  Stupid  enough  !  and  a  Pagan,  besides,  a  rank 
Pagan,  always  going  down  on  his  knees  to  every  stock 
and  stone  as  we  came  along  :  he  deserves  a  good  drub¬ 
bing. 

Gal.  Which  he  shall  catch,  should  he  refuse  to  gallop 
away  with  me  and  Orynthe. 

Ory.  That  voice  ? 

Gal.  Hush  !  [ Touching  his  lips.]  lie  dumb  ! 

Dr.  Kal.  What’s  that  about  dumb  ? 

Gal.  The  dumb  animal  must  be  cared  for  ;  [A  Slave 
takes  away  the  mule.]  give  him  plenty  of  provender  ;  the 
poor  quadruped  !  [Exit  the  Slave  with  the  mule,  r. 

Dr.  Kal.  What  a  considerative  young  man, — he  has 
quite  a  fellow  feeling  for  a  beast.  [ Sitting  down,  l.]  This 
is  a  charming  seat,  the  prospect  exactly  to  my  mind. 

Ory.  And  mine. 

Dr.  Kal.  Sweet  acquiescing  creature,  always  agreeable 
to  my  agreeable  way  of  thinking,  except  now  and  then. 

Gal.  Beautiful !  ha,  ha,  ha  !  and  how  fortunate. 

Dr,  Kal.  What’s  beautiful,  and  what’s  fortunate  ? 

Gal.  The  lady's  beautiful,  sir,  and  her  lover  the  most 
fortunate  of  men. 

Dr.  Kal.  Eh  !  do  you  think  so,  the  most  fortunate  of 
men — do  you  bear  that,  Orynthe? 

Ory.  Yes,  I  hear  it. 

Gat.  And  believe  that  he  who  most  adores  you  is  at 
Ibis  moment  in  your  presence. 

Ory.  At  least,  I  hope  so. 

Dr.  Kal.  How  fond  she  is  of  me  ;  and  how  strong  my 
love  must  be,  when  even  a  stranger  can  perceive  it.  I 
am  determined  to  convince  this  person  of  my  immense 
beneficence,  my  great  generosity— shall  I,  Orynthe  ? 

Ory  You  cannot,  in  my  opinion,  reward  a  more  wor¬ 
thy  object. 

Dr.  Kal.  Young  man,  poor  and  humble  as  you  appear _ 

I,  Doctor  Kallibos,  discover  in  you  a  wisdom  above  vour 

ye?^ST lGnlzLetto  bows.]  a  manner  above  your  condition 

^  l yalzetto  botes. J  a  modesty  above  your  merits — [Gnl- 
setlo  hows.  J  with  an  altogetherishness  I  can’t  describe  • 
i  m  resolved  to  convince  you,  in  the  most  splendid  wav’ 
of  my  good  opinion,  by  presenting  you  with  a  pearl. 

Gal-  A  I’earl !  {Bern  Ml  lomr. 
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Dr.  Kal.  ’Tis  a  pearl  beyond  all  price  :  I  present  you, 
fortunate  young  man,  with  the  last  and  only  bottle  of  my 
delectable  elixir;  ’tvvas  mine — [Drawing forth  the  bottle 
and  gazing  at  it  ]  ’tis  your’s — there’s  a  draft  on  immor¬ 
tality. 

Gal  Oh,  inestimable  gift !  I  shall  indeed  prize  it ; 
and  now,  sir,  you  had  better  try  some  of  this  wine  :  you’ll 
find  it  like  yourself,  full  of  the  most  amiable  qualities. 
What  say  you,  lady  ? 

[Giving  Orynthe  the  cup ,  and  pointing  to  the  Doctor. 

Ory.  Oh,  I’ll  be  cup-bearer! 

Gal.  Do  you  hear  that,  sir?  Look  at  the  heavens  : 
they  seem  to  smile  auspicious  on  the  draught.  [Pointing 
up.]  Now,  to  see  how  he’ll  relish  his  own  precious 
elixir.  [Galzetto  fills  the  cup  with  the  elixir. 

Dr.  Kal.  [Gazing  at  the  sky.]  Well,  I’ll  give  you  a 
toast — I  drink  the  elixir  of  life  ! 

Gal.  [Taking  another  cup.J  The  elixir  of  life  ! 

Dr.  Kal .  [Drinks.]  Bless  me,  how  bitter  the  wine  is. 

[Turns  up,  r.,  and  sits — Orynthe  sits ,  L. 

Gal.  I’ve  given  you  the  very  best :  and,  in  order  to 
render  my  welcome  of  such  an  illustrious  guest  as 
worthy  as  possible,  I  have  here  tw'o  wandering  musi¬ 
cians,  who  will  do  their  utmost  by  singing  your  praises 
o  amuse  you. 

Enter  A letfie  and  Palmedo,  as  Musicians,  r.  d.  f. — the 
Doctor  and  Orynthe  sit  at  the  table ,  L. 

Gal.  [To  the  Doctor.]  All  in  praise  of  your  elixir. 

[Exit  through  flat,  l. 


DUETTO. 

There's  a  balm  for  every  bosom, 

Essence  bright  as  holy  dew ;  [Doctor  exults. 

Soft  as  evening  sunlight  falling 
On  the  lake’s  ethereal  blue. 

Near  its  bower  our  rest  shall  be,  [Doctor  begins  to  sleep. 
Under  the  Abyssinian  tree, 

Where  the  nightingale  is  singing,  [Doctor  sleeps. 

Where  the  perfumed  rose  is  springing  ; 

Hope,  sweet  hope,  will  rest  with  thee, 

Under  the  Abyssinian  tree. 

Re-enter  Galzetto,  through  the  flat,  I..,  with  a  disguise. 

Gal.  Now  then,  sir,  leaving  the  doctor  to  his  profound 
meditations,  suppose  we  pursue  our  journey  on  foot,  till 

c  2 
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some  more  favourable  offer  presents  itself.  [ Looking  out .} 
Oh,  horror  ! 

Ale.  What  has  happened  ? 

Gal.  [Looking  out.}  ’Tis  a  boat  gliding  down  the 
stream — the  pursuer  Orchus. 

Pal.  Let  us  conceal  ourselves. 

Gal.  Oh,  impossible — the  presence  of  the  cursed  doctor 
■would  betray  us.  Ah  !  I  have  it :  perhaps  ’tis  unknown 
that  the  branches  and  leaves  of  the  sensitive  Abyssinian 
tree  possess  the  property  of  descending  over  the  heads 
of  persons  who  rest  beneath  their  shade  ;  ’tis  a  pheno¬ 
menon,  and  a  wonderful  one — observe. 

[M  usic. — He  bears  the  Doctor  to  a  bank  under  a  tree ,  l.  s.  e. 
— the  long  leaves  descend,  and  cover  him — Palmedo  looks 
out ,  and  they  all  retire  through  an  aperture  in  the  fiat ,  r. 


Enter  Orchus,  Ubad,  Busiris,  disguised ,  and 
Pagnag,  r. 

Ore.  Forward,  forward — the  fugitives,  the  instant  you 
overtake  them,  their  blood  shall  wash  away  the  insult 
offered  at  the  shrine  of  Isis.  Alethe,  curses  on  my  blind 
confidence  in  her  mother  knows  every  subtlety  of  the 
pyramids,  every  device  we  practise  to  deceive  our  vota¬ 
ries — every  turning  of  the  mystic  labyrinth.  Should  she 
still  evade  us,  what  but  ruin,  shame,  disgrace,  ensues. 

Pag.  [Seeing  Orynthe’s  veil  and  mantle,  which  have  been 
left .]  See  here,  great  Orchus — this  veil — this  mantle — 
I  know  them ;  they  belong  to  Orynthe. 

Ore.  What  of  that! 

[ Galzetto ,  who  has  climbed  the  tree  in  the  fiat,  is  watching. 

Pag.  What  of  that,  your  magnificence  ?  let  my  cunning 
little  head  alone  to  find  it  all  out.  I  say,  the  devil  in  a 
bush  isn’t  far  off;  Orynthe  and  Alethe  are  friends  ;  this 
is  some  borrowed  disguise. 

Ore.  It  may  be  so.  TJbad,  enter  yonder  building. 
[E.rif  TJbad,  u.  d.]  You,  Busiris,  follow  me.  You  [I'o 
Pagnag.},  quit  this  spot  at  the  hazard  of  your  life. 

[Exeunt  Orchus  and  Busiris,  i.. 

Pag.  Hazard  of  my  life  !  It’s  always  at  the  hazard 
of  my  life,  I  think:  first,  with  that  infernal  old  doctor’s 
elixir,  and  then  with  being  almost  strangled  to  death  by 
the  beast  of  a  tame  snake,  who  caught  hold  of  me  while 
I  was  feeding  him,  and  seemed  to  hug  me  the  harder 
for  being  an  old  acquaintance — how  my  bones  ache  !  If 
I  could  but  catch  a  glance  of  that  scoundrel,  Galzetto, 
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just  to  punish  him  a  little,  I  should  be  so  happy.  [ Gal - 
zetto,  in  the  tree  behind  the  foliage,  throws  Iwo  or  three 
pomegranates  at  Pagnag,  which  hit  him.]  Hallo!  who’s 
that?  I  wish  you’d  cry  out,  heads  below.  [ Pagnag  picks 
them  up,  and  throws  one  at  Galzetto ,  exclaiming,  Now 
look  to  your  own  pate — Galzetto  affects  to  be  gathering 
fruit,  and  laughs.]  Who  are  you?  and  what  the  deuce 
are  you  grinning  at  in  that  tree  ?  What  fine  fruit,  and 
I  with  an  appetite  like  a  wolf.  [ Galzetto  descends.]  What 
rosy-cheeked  rascals!  how  sweet,  how  delicious! 

[Pagnag  in  front,  eating,  as  Palmedo,  Alethe ,  and  Orynthc, 
re-appear,  with  Galzetto,  from  the  retreat  through  flat,  r. 

TRIO. — Palmedo,  Orynthe,  and  Alethe. 

Just  like  the  humming-bird 
Floating  lightly  o’er  yon  spray 
Under  leaf  and  under  bower, 

Softly,  softly,  steal  away. 

[ They  again  conceal  themselves,  as  before ,  except  Galzetto. 

Pag.  Who’s  there?  1  see  !  [ His  mouth  full. 

Gal.  [Approaching  him  with  a  dagger .]  This  dagger! 

Pag.  [Kneeling.]  Oh  me  !  ’tis  Galzetto  ! 

Gal.  Silence  1  go — 

Pag.  I  wish  — 

Gal.  [Showing  the  dagger.]  Silence ! 

Pag.  Oh!  [Clasps  his  finger  on  his  lip,  and  runs  out,  h. 

Re  enter  Alethe  and  Palmedo,  through  the  opening  in 

flat,  R. 

QUARTETTO. 

Just  like  the  humming-bird,  &c. 

[Exeunt  through  flat,  r. 

Enter  Orchus  and  Busiris,  r. 

Ore  [ Looking  out,  r.]  Mighty  Osiris,  what  do  I  be¬ 
hold  V 

Bus.  The  boat  gone  ! 

Ore.  Again  betrayed!  the  fugitives,  too — 

Re-enter  Ubad,  l.  d. 

Ore.  Arm,  arm! 

[Rtts/tes  out,  followed  by  Busiris  and  Ubad,  L. 

Pag.  [Peeping  in,  l.]  To  arms,  to  arms — to  legs,  I 
think.  Oh,  that  I  had  but  been  snake’s  meat  last  night ! 
Which  way  shall  1  go  ?  What  shall  I  do,  to  escape  the 
fury  of  this  cursed  Orchus  ?  I’m  a  dead  beetle-feeder! 
I  am  an  undone  devil,  and  don’t  know  what  the  devil 
to  do. — Oh  I 
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Dr.  Kal.  Yaw  ! 

Pug.  [Starting. ]  What  animal  is  that? 

Dr.  Kal.  Orynthe,  Orynthe  ! 

Pag.  As  I  live,  it’s  the  doctor’s  voice;  he  wants 
Orynthe, — she’s  absconded. 

Dr.  Kal.  Orynthe,  my  darling,  put  on  your  mantle  and 
veil,  mount  the  mule  again,  and  let  us  begone,  my 
chickibidy. 

Pag.  [Picking  up  the  mantle  and  veil.]  Orynthe,  my 
darling,  put  on  your  mantle  and  veil,  mount  the  mule 
again,  and  let’s  begone,  my  chickibidy.  So,  here’s  the 
mantle  and  the  veil,  but  where’s  the  mule  ?  As  I  live, 
there  he  hangs,  fast  by  the  bridle.  This  is  an  affair  of 
life  and  death — I’m  off.  [ Exit ,  r.,  with  the  veil  and  mantle. 

Dr.  Kal.  [  Falls  off  the  bank ,  and  the  foliage  resumes  its 
original  position.]  What’s  the  matter  with  the  tree  ?  I 
really  believe  I’ve  been  asleep  ;  it’s  that  infernal  wine  ! 
Eh  !  yonder  I  see  Orchus — ’tis  me  he  seeks  ;  lie’s  heard 
of  the  death  of  the  sacred  cow.  But  where’s  Orynthe  ? 
Ah  !  there  she  is  ;  she  has  put  on  the  mantle  and  veil, 
and  mounted  the  mule.  Here  she  comes — wouldn’t 
disturb  me  till  the  very  last  moment. 

Enter  the  Host  and  three  Peasants,  through  the  opening 

in  flat ,  R. 


SESTETTO. — Host,  Doctor,  Pagnag,  &c. 


J lost. 

Dr.  Kal. 
Host. 

Dr.  Kal. 


Now  what’s  the  matter, reverend  sir? 

I  want  my  charming  bride. 

Is  this  the  lady  on  the  mule  ? 

Oh,  what  a  charming  bride! 


Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Oh,  what  a  charming  bride. 


Enter  Pagnag  on  the  Mule ,  r.,  led  by  a  Peasant 

Cho.  ) 

4 

Dr.  Kal.  ] 

So  prim,  one  little  peep  I’ll  have 
At  such  a  charming  bride.  [ Peeping . 

Oh,  dear!  what  shall  I  do!  [ Concealing  his  face. 

You’d  better  mind  your  own  affairs, 

Nor  wound  a  lady's  pride. 

[Striking  the  Dost  on  the  head  with  a  large  stick,  he  falls . 
Host.  Confusion  take  the  bride  ! — Oh,  oh  ! 

d10'  )  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Dr. Kal  \  a  charming  bride  ! 

[E.ut  Pagnag  on  the  mule,  followed  by  the  Doctor,  singing — 
“  Oh,  what  a  charming  bride  !”  r. 


Host. 

Pag. 
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SCENE  IT. — A  Panorama. 

Palmedo  and  Alethe  discovered  in  a  boat,  k. 

[The  Panorama  represents  the  course  of  the  Nile  to  the  Fair 
of  Artinoe — Mid-day — Evening — a  Storm  rises — a  Fire 
lighted  on  the  Deck — Stars  and  Moon  refected  in  the 
Water — a  distant  View  of  the  Fair  in  Boats — a  Mist  rises, 
in  which  the  Characters  are  enveloped — the  Mist  gradually 
disperses ,  and  presents  a  nearer  View  of  the  Fair,  illu¬ 
minated  through  a  Cavern, fringed  xvith  Vines. 

Enter  Orchus  and  Busiris,  r. 

Ore.  The  fugitives  !  in  vain  they  seek  to  escape  me. — 
Like  the  tiger  I’ll  pursue,  and  hunt  them  to  death. 

Bus.  Why  starts  my  lord? 

Ore.  Saw’st  thou  nothing  ? — There,  again — the 
Phantom — No,  ’twas  fancy.  This  place — 

See,  Busiris,  yonder  mouldering  ruin. — 

,Twas  from  that  pile,  through  the  devouring  flames, 
Kindled  by  my  own  ruffian  band, 

As  the  fierce  Egyptian  robber,  fifteen  years  gone  by, 

I  dragg’d  the  shrieking  Theora  and  her  child. 

I  lov’d  her  ;  but  she  was  a  Christian,  and  despised  me — 
Me,  the  assassin  of  her  lord. 

Bus.  She  died  thy  captive. 

Ore.  Yes,  broken-hearted  :  she  died 
Cursing  me  with  her  expiring  lips. 

Methinks,  I  hear  her  denunciation  still. 

Orchus,  she  said,  my  shade  shall  haunt  thee  ever; 

And,  when  thou  think’st  thy  triumph  o’er  my  faith 
Greatest  and  nearest, 

Heaven  and  Nature  shall  conspire  against  thee, 

And  sink  thee  to  perdition  ! 

I’ll  be  with  thee,  then,  Orchus, 

Accusing  and  condemning.  Tremble  !  tremble  ! 

Bus.  A  woman’s  malice  is  unworthy  of  my  lord’s  re¬ 
membrance. 

Ore.  Bight,  right ;  I  do  forget  myself. 

Re-enter  Ubad,  Marauders ,  Sfc.,  l.s.  e. 
CHORUS. 

Ah,  what  happy,  happy  smiles! — 

Yes,  your  mirth  we  gladly  share. 

Pleasure  here  the  hour  beguiles, 

Bidding  welcome  to  the  fair. 
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Strangers,  join  the  festive  throng, 

Here  tiie  brimming  goblet  share; 

Mid  the  tuneful  chord  and  song. 

Hail — oh,  hail  the  merry  fair  ! 

Ore.  Alethe  !  Palmedo  !  they  land  in  search  of  pro¬ 
visions.  Now,  now  they  are  in  our  power  ! 

Enter  Alethe,  Galzetto,  Orynthe,  and  Boatmen ,  l.s.e. 

Gal.  Fear  not,  gentle  lady  !  my  brave  master,  while 
he  has  gone  forward  to  the  mountains  to  summon  his 
gallant  comrades  in  arms  to  join  him  in  protecting  you 
from  Orchus,  is  well  assured  that  his  faithful  Galzetto, 
should  aught  of  harm  present  itself,  would  die  in  your 
defence ;  and,  ere  sunrise,  he  himself  will  be  at  your 
side  again,  with  an  armed  force  that  shall  defy  all  dan¬ 
ger.  Cheer  thee,  lady,  cheer  !  [Offers  wine,  &;c. 

[Music. —  Orchus  has  invited  them  in — Galzetto  brings 
cushions  from  the  yacht,  and  they  seat  themselves  in  a  half- 
circle — Orchus  stands  behind,  exulting ,  while  Galzetto 
pours  out  wine,  and  hands  it  to  Alethe,  &;c. — Orchus  points 
to  the  yacht,  and  makes  a  sign  to  his  confederates  to  secure 
Galzetto  and  Palmedo — several  are  about  to  rise — at  that 
instant  a  cry  is  heard,  and  Pagnag  mins  in,  pursued  by 
Dr.  Kalliboss. 

Pag.  Murder  !  help  !  help  !  for  pity’s  sake,  sweet  gen¬ 
tlemen,  lovely  ladies,  help  !  help  ! 

Dr.  Kal.  Ah,  I  took  you  for  a  woman,  you  ugly  brute  ! 
Who’s  to  mend  the  broken  knees  of  my  mule  ?  who’s  to 
restore  me  to  my  Orynthe.  [ All  laugh.']  Eh  !  what - 

Gal.  [ Still  seated.]  Is  that  you,  my  worthy  doctor,  so 
far  from  Memphis  ? 

Dr.  Kal.  Amazement!  whom  do  I  behold  ? — Galzetto, 
where's  the  future  Mistress  Kalliboss.  [Seeing  Orynthe, 
who  laughs  heartily  at  his  distress.]  Ah,  cockatrice, 
wdiat  is  all  this?  but  I’ll  have  my  revenge.  I  meant  you 
should  burn  yourself  at  my  death,  but  you  sha’nt,— that 
honour  is  reserved  for  another. 

Pag.  What  a  flaming  honour,  to  be  sure  !  Come,  doc¬ 
tor, — now,  you  should  forget  and  forgive,  as  I  say  to  the 
beetles. 

Dr.  Kal.  I  shall  run  inad  ! 

Pag.  Mad  !  what,  after  such  a  happy  escape  from  that 
monster,  Orchus,  the  diabolical  barbarian  ! 

Dr.  Kal.  Don’t  mention  him.  Were  he  now  before  me, 
I  should— Eh!  [Pagnag  whispers  in  his  car.]  then  I’m 
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a  dead  man !  Oh,  most  mighty  o\v — Orchus,  I 
mean -  [Kneeling. 

Png.  [Kneeling  also.']  Ah,  most  gracious  master,  how 
rejoiced  I  am  to  meet  you  again  !  let  me  bathe  your  feet 
with  my  tears.  [Taking  out  a  handkerchief  and  weeping. 

Ore.  [Throwing  off  his  disguise.]  ’Tis  I,  Orchus,  the 
Egyptian?  [Music. — The  Egyptian  Peasants  exeunt  va¬ 
riously.]  Drag  away  those  cringing  wretches,  I  spurn 
them  !  [The  Doctor  and  Pagnag  are  hound  and  dragged  out. 

Ore.  Now,  Alethe,  come,  apostate  !  traitress  !  in  vain 
you  avoid  your  doom. 

Gal.  [Drawing  his  sword.]  ’Tis  true  your  numbers 
outweigh  our  own,  but  justice  fights  on  our  side,  and  the 
battle  is  half  won  already. 

Ore.  Rush  upon  them !  advance  !  who  fears  to  strike 
the  blow  of  death,  when  Osiris  bids  him  ? 

[The  Marauders  are  about  to  rush  on  in  a  body ,  as  Orynthe 
hurries  forward ,  with  a  bow  and  arrow  in  her  hand — she 
levels  the  shaft  at  the  Marauders. 

Ory.  Hold,  barbarians  !  the  shaft  I  wield  is  a  poi¬ 
soned  one  :  ’tis  true  I  have  but  a  woman’s  arm,  but  you 
know  not  how  firm  a  woman’s  arm  can  be  in  defence  of 
all  that  is  dearer  to  her  than  life. 

Gal.  Good  girl,  brave  girl,  give  me  the  bow  !  He  that 
approaches  but  a  single  step,  ’tis  his  last — this  arrow 
wings  his  death  !  Nay,  Orynthe,  fly,  and  summon  our 
master,  if  possible,  to  our  aid.  [She  hurries  out,  l.]  Now, 
then,  barbarian,  meet  a  soldier’s  fury. 

[They  rush  forward  and  fight  a  combat  in  a  body ,  Alethe 
amongst  them — the  scene  darkens,  clouds  thicken,  and  the 
Spectre  suddenly  appears  in  the  centre  of  fiat — grand 
Picture. 

END  OF  ACT  II. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. — Interior  of  a  Tent,  the  branches  of  a  tree 
reaching  over  the  summit  of  the  Tent. 

Alethe,  r.,  and  Palmedo,  l.,  discovered,  seated,  and 
Busiris  offering  them  refreshment. 

Pal.  Yes,  my  Alethe,— here,  in  the  tent  of  this  honest 
merchant,  you  may  rest  securely ;  danger  no  longer 
threatens. 
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Hus,  No,  no:  in  this  peaceful  village,  lady,  the  tra¬ 
veller  needs  be  under  no  apprehension.  Sometimes,  in¬ 
deed,  the  famous  robber  of  the  aqueduct  in  the  black 
mountain  passes  this  way,  on  his  excursions  to  attack 
the  caravans  ;  but  we  are  too  humble  to  excite  his  no¬ 
tice  :  indeed,  of  late  years,  we  have  not  even  heard  of 
his  exploits.  [Exit,  L.,  observing  them. 

Pal.  From  him  I  apprehend  nothing.  Long  ere  dawn, 
my  gallant  comrades,  whom  I  left  to  come  in  quest  of 
thee,  Alethe,  will  arrive  at  this  spot ;  in  the  meantime, 
my  trusty  Galzetto  remains  sentinel  at  the  entrance 
there  till  dawn. — Good  night,  Alethe  ! 

Ale.  Good  night,  Palmedo  ! 

[ Duet  introduced — Palmedo  goes  out,  R — Alethe  reclines  her¬ 
self  dejectedly  on  the  couch,  and  sleeps. 

Enter  Orynthk  through  the  Tent,  L.  s.  e. 

Ory.  What  a  charming  fellow  Galzetto  is!  he’s  some¬ 
thing  like,  when  compared  to  the  poor  little  old  doctor! 
I  wonder  whether  I  shall  ever  see  the  doctor  agaiu,  or 
Pagnag,  or - 

Enter  Galzetto,  l. 

Gal.  Good  night,  Orynthe  :  if  anything  should  alarm 
you,  you  have  only  to  cry  Hem,  and  your  humble  ser¬ 
vant  will  be  found  on  the  outside  of  the  curtains;  but  re¬ 
member,  I  shan’t  love  you  if  you’re  a  coward.  [Exit,  r. 

Ory.  How  provoking!  and  to  be  called  coward,  too  ! 
[Looking  at  Alethe.]  Still  asleep — coward,  indeed  !  I’m 
very  angry  with  Galzetto — very  angry,  indeed;  I  am — 
ha,  ha,  ha! — Oh  dear!  what  was  that?  I  really  thought 
I  saw  a  man’s  face  peeping  into  the  tent;  but  I’ll  keep 
my  suspicions  to  myself  this  time;  I’m  brave — I’m — oh  ! 
he,  he,  he! — I  really  thought  I  saw'  it  again — no,  it  was 
my  own  shadow — how  very  silly  I  am  !  yet  I’ll  search. 

[Exit  with  lamp  through  Tent,  l.  s.  e. — Music. — As  she 
searches  round  the  tent  with  the  lamp,  Orchus  appears,  r., 
ivith  Busiris  peeping  through  the  tent,  without  a  mantle. 

Ore.  Alethe  sleeps;  you  observed  my  injunctions? 

Bus.  Yes,  and  drugged  the  wine  as  you  desired. 

Ore.  How  is  it  yon  girl  sleeps  not? 

Bus.  She  hath  not  yet  tasted. 

Ore.  She  returns ;  caution — she’ll  observe  us,  else. 

[ Orchus  and  Busiris  retire  through  tent,  as  Orynthe  comes  near 
with  the  lamp  from  tent,  l.  s.  e. 
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Ory.  Ugh!  what  was  that?  I’ve  a  great  mind  to  cry- 
hem — no,  I  won’t — Galzetto  would  call  me  coward  again 
— oh!  somebody  stirred — ha,  ha!  it  was  only  Alethe — 
she’s  talking  in  her  sleep — sleep  on — what  shall  I  do  to 
keep  myself  awake?  I’ll  lie  down — no,  I  won’t;  I’ll  walk 

about — no,  I  won’t;  I’ll  dance - when  1  and  Galzetto 

are  married,  it  will  be  expected  I  should  give  a  little 

fete  ;  and,  of  course,  I — must,  as  bride,  open  the  ball - 

let  me  see  ;  I  shall  begin  thus  ;  but  where’s  my  partner? 
there — [Setting  up  a  cloak  on  a  spear ,  l  ] —  there,  that’s 
Galzetto — ha,  ha,  ha  !  [Laughs.'] — his  figure  exactly,  and 
very  like  Galzetto,  too.  [Putting  a  cup  on  the  top  of  the 
cloak,  she  begins  to  dance  and  sing  piano.]  Oh  la,  de  ra 
da  da,  da,  da. 

Ale.  [Lifting  her  head.]  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Ory.  Dear  me,  have  I  disturbed  you?  I’m  very  sorry. 

Ale.  I  feel  ashamed  of  having  slept  in  such  merry 
company  ;  but  the  overpowering  influence  of  that  wine 
quite  subdued  me.  Dance  on,  Orynthe;  you  shan’t  want 
for  a  musician  now,  I  promise  you. 

[Taking  a  bell-lute  from  behind  the  couch ,  she  sings ,  while 
Orynthe  performs  a  dance. 

AIR.— Alethe. 

O  the  joys,  0  the  joys  of  dancing  ; 

While  the  spirits,  like  the  sunbeams,  play — 

Now  retreating,  now  advancing, 

O  the  joys,  ()  the  joys  of  dancing  ! 

Sing,  fal  a  day,  dal  a  day. 

[The  air  dies  aicuy — Alethe  drops  the  lute,  and  falls  asleep 
again — Orynthe  goes  up  to  her,  and  laughs. 

Ory.  I  can’t  dance  any  more.  Heigho  !  all  is  in  vain 
— fatigue  overpowers  me.  [Orynthe  sits  down — Orchus , 
peeping  through  the  branches  of  the  tree,  cuts  a  hole  through 
the  top  of  the  tent,  and  observes  her.]  How  silent  and  me¬ 
lancholy  every  thing  appears  ;  but  I’m  determined  not 
to  goto  sleep.  [Rubbing  her  eyes.]  Psha !  I — ha,  ha — 
heigho  !  [Falls  asleep. 

Enter  Op.chus,  through  the  tent,  l.,  as  Orynthe  falls 
asleep — he  exults,  and  beckons  in  Rusiris. 

Ore.  All  is  now  serene — they  sleep — Alethe  must  im¬ 
mediately  be  conveyed  hence  ;  a  troop  of  Palmedo’s 
soldiers  are  within  an  hour’s  march  of  the  place  ;  out¬ 
stay  has  already  become  dangerous.  Watch  an  instant. 

[Busiris  crosses  arid  exit ,  k. —  Orchus  approaches  Alethe. 
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Ory.  [Singing  in  her  sleep,]  “  O  the  joys,  ()  the  joys 
of  dancing  ! 

Ore.  [Takes  the  lamp.]  The  girl  is  singing  in  her  sleep. 

[Blows  out  the  lamp. 

Gry.  [Rising  and  approaching  Orchus. J  Come,  Galzetto, 
give  me  your  hand  ;  why  do  you  run  from  me  ?  Ah,  I’ve 
caught  you!  ah,  how  cold  your  hand  is!  [Music. — 
Orynthe  shudders  as  she  grasps  a  dagger  in  the  hand  of 
Orchus ,  who  endeavours  to  elude  her — she  wakes,  and  falls 
on  her  knees,  while  he  slides  behind  the  cloak,  which  is  still 
hanging  on  the  spear — she  perceives  the  cloak,  and  laughs.] 
Frightened  at  a  ghost  of  my  own  making — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
’Tis  well  I  didn’t  scream,  for,  if  Galzetto  had  seen  this, 
he  might  have  called  me  a  coward,  indeed!  [Music. — 
Orynthe  snatches  away  the  spear — the  cloak  Jails  and  still 
covers  Orchus.]  Yeti  really  imagined  I  heard  a  footstep 
— I’m  bewildered. 

[Music. —  Orynthe  approaches  the  front  of  the  tent  to  listen — * 
Orchus  rises  suddenly,  and  throws  away  the  cloak. 

Ore.  Girl,  breathe  not — a  dagger  is  at  your  heart ;  and 
those  you  would  summon  to  your  aid  would  come  but 
to  perish.  The  Robber-chief  of  the  Black  Mountains  is 
not  without  confederates.  [A  horn  is  heard  at  a  distance,  n. 

Enter  Busiris,  r. 

Ore.  Palmed o’s  soldiers  at  hand.  Busiris,  seize  that 
girl  and  follow. 

[Orynthe  screams. — Exeunt  Orchus,  bearing  Alethe  asleep 
in  his  arms ,  and  Busiris,  forcing  of  Orynthe  through  the 
tent,  l. 

Enter  Galzetto,  Palmedo,  and  Soldiers,  r. 

Gal .  Orynthe  gone  !  how  is  this  ?  We  have  been  be¬ 
trayed  ! 

Pal.  Ah,  wretch  !  ’tis  I  have  been  betrayed  !  Where’s 
my  Alethe? 

Gal.  Heaven  is  my  witness,  I  know  not. 

Pal.  ’Tis  true,  then,  she  is  gone ;  and  thou  hast  been 
bribed  by  the  accursed  robber,  who  has  carried  oft'  my 
Alethe  towards  the  aqueduct  of  the  black  mountains. 

Gal.  I— dear  master,  what  say’st  thou  ?  Theaqueduc 
of  the  Black  Mountains,  a  retreat  accessible  only  to 
robbers. 

Pal.  [Crossing  to  l.]  I’ll  find  a  way.  Follow  me, 
soldiers — Alethe  or  death  l  [  E retint,  i! 
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SCENE  II. — A  Pass  amongst  the  Black  Mountains. 

Enter  Doctor  Kalliboss,  r.,  icith  a  long  chain  attached 

to  his  waist. 

Dr.  Kal.  Philosophers  have  come  to  an  agreement  that 
to  die  is  but  to  die,  and  to  live  is  but  to  live ;  thus,  one 
man  in  the  world  makes  rapid  strides,  and  [ Stepping 
forward .]  another  comes  lamely  on. 

Pag.  [Outside,  r.J  O — h! 

Enter  Pag  nag,  pale  and  ghastly,  limping,  his  leg  fastened 
to  the  other  end  of  the  chain. 

Dr.  Kal.  My  friend  and  fellow-sufferer. 

Pag.  Yes,  fellow-sufferer,  indeed;  [Rubbing  his 
ancle.]  you’ve  almost  pulled  my  leg  off  with  your  rapid 
strides.  O — h  ! 

Dr.  Kal.  How  absurd  !  what’s  pain,  after  all — a  mere 
concatination  of - 

Pag.  But  this  amounts  almost  to  a  hamputation, 
Doctor  Kallibloss. 

Dr.  Kal.  Kalliboss,  if  you  please — boss,  not  bloss. 

Pag.  Well,  boss  or  bloss,  it’s  all  one  to  a  man  who 
hasn’t  an  hour  he  can  call  his  own. 

Dr.  Kal.  There  you  are  mistaken  :  if  we  don’t  leave  a 
correct,  name  behind  us,  what’s  to  perpetuate  the  im¬ 
mortal  parts. 

Pag.  The  what  parts  ? 

Dr.  Kal.  The  immortal  parts — honour,  for  instance. 

Pag.  Fudge,  as  my  Mama  Pagnag  used  to  say  to  my 
papa,  Pagnag,  what’s  honour,  it’s  no  more  as  a  pinch  of 

salt. 

Dr.  Kal.  A  pinch  of  salt ! 

Pag.  Yes,  as  she  said,  a  pinch  of  salt,  which  that 
dolt,  Pagnag,  said  she  pops  upon  the  tail  of  a  bird,  whip 
goes  the  bird  over  the  hedge,  and  what  becomes  of  your 
salt,  alias  your  honour. 

Dr.  Kal.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  very  good  that:  thou  hast  a 
merry  wit,  Pagnag — wit  at  a  pinch,  as  I  may  say,  but 
still  it’s  fettered. 

Pag.  How  can  you  make  a  jest  of  such  a  serious 
calamity  ? — who  jokes  with  a  halter  round  his  neck  ?  Oh, 
Doctor  Kalliboss,  do  you  really  think  they’ll  kill  us,  after 
chaining  us  thus  together  like  a  couple  of  starving  grey¬ 
hounds. 

Dr.  Kal.  They  may  you:  to  kill  me  is  impossible— fu- 

D 


38 


THE  EARTHQUAKE. 


f  ACT  IV. 

ture  ages  shall  see  me  living  as  perfectly  as  now  (that  is, 
in  my  fame).  Should  these  fortunate  rocks  become  the 
scene  of  my  death, — how  will  not  the  antiquarian  and 
the  traveller  hereafter  resort  hither  to  pay  tributes  to 
my  shrine.  Oh,  that  I  could  become  a  butterfly,  to  live 
in  a  bower,  and  hear  my  own  eulogiums  hereafter. 

Pag .  He,  a  butterfly  !  more  like  a  bluebottle. 

Dr.  Kal.  Friend  l’agnag,  if  you  could  be  changed  into 
an  insect,  what  insect  would  you  become  ? 

Pag.  A  beetle. 

Dr.  Kal.  Still  grovelling!  Faugh!  methinks  I  see 
horns  sprouting  from  thy  forehead  already. 

Pag.  I’m  afraid  I  shall  never  live  to  deserve  them. — I 
did  hope  to  have  had  a  Mrs.  Pagnag  once — oh,  me  ! 

[  Weeps. 

Dr.  Kal.  [Weeping.]  Tears  are  infectious  ;  yes,  they’ll 
say  of  me,  when  I  am  no  more,  here  lies  the  vast  chymist, 
— he  who  could  change  liquids  to  gold,  or  with  a  breath 
melt  the  most  inflexible  iron. 

Pag.  Melt  iron  with  his  breath  !  [Falling  at  the  doc¬ 
tor’s  feet.]  Oh,  doctor,  if  you  don’t  instantly  melt  this 
chain,  you  must  have  a  stomach  of  steel. 

Dr.  Kal.  [Musing-.]  I’ll  think  on’t ;  I’ll — oh,  chymis- 

try!  oh,  scruples — grains — so - 

[Walks  out  abruptly ,  and  leaves  the  chain ,  r. 
Pag.  O — h  !  he’s  run  away  with  my  leg — no,  it’s  here  ! 
and,  as  1  live,  the  chain  broken  !  [Laughs.]  Ha,  ha,  ha! 
I’ll  be  off — I’ll -  [Going-,  l. 

Enter  Two  Marauders,  with  lances,  r. 

Mau.  Forward  ! 

Pag.  Oh,  dear,  sweet  friends,  I  was  just  coming  to 
tell  you  that  the  chain  had  broken,  and  that,  if  you 
didn’t  look  sharply  after  me,  I  might  be  after  running 
away — upon  my  honour,  I — the  doctor — he — o — h! 

[They  drive  him  out,  l. 

SCENE  III. — Interior  of  a  Ruined  Aqueduct,  opening  to 
the  Valley  of  the  Black  Mountains— from  the  background, 
a  Mountain  Torrent  rushes  beneath  a  Bridge  of  Rocks, 
and  winds  off,  L.,  in  the  foreground  —  Broken  Pill  are.,  r. 
Fallen  Rucks,  L. — Music — Galzetto  discovered  ivandcr- 
ing  amongst  the  ruins — he  climbs  a  tree  and  watches. 

Enter  Orchus,  with  Ai.kthe  insensible  in  his  arms,  in  the 
distance,  i..t — he  descends  and  places  her  on  the  rock ,  t, 
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— he  then  beckons  on  Busiris,  who,  with  other  Marau¬ 
ders,  conducts  in  Orynthe — Orynthe  runs  and  supports 

Alethe,  who  weeps  on  her  bosom. 

Ore.  Twice,  on  my  way  hither,  the  spectre  of  Theora 
seemed  to  cross  my  path.  [Thunder,']  The  elements  them¬ 
selves  pursue  me  with  their  vengeance!  the  earth  trenv 
bles  beneath  my  feet ! — Can  it  be  now,  when  my  triumph 
seems  complete,  the  denunciation  of  Theora  is  about  to 
overwhelm  me  ?  Away,  away,  remorse  !  Well  may  you 
weep,  ungrateful  girl — a  fearful  doom  awaits  you  :  on 
that  spot,  an  example  to  all  the  worshippers  of  Osiris,  a 
lingering  death  shall  expiate  your  crime. 

Ale.  Parted  from  Palmedo,  death  is  welcome.  You 
may  torture  me,  Orchus,  but,  despite  of  thy  every  cruelty, 
Alethe  still  knows  how  to  die  a  Christian. 

Ore.  Do  not  dare  to  defy  me,  or  this  instant  T - 

Ory.  [Inter posing. J  Yes,  heap  your  malice  on  a  poor 
defenceless  woman  !  ha,  ha!  such  a  triumph  is  worthy 
the  mighty  Orchus,  the  renowned  Egyptian,  the  uncon¬ 
quered  robber,  isn’t  it  ?  [With  sarcasm . 

Ore.  Seize  her  !  away  with  her  ! 

Ory.  I  will  not  begone — force  alone  shall  compel  me. 

[Embracing  Alethe. 

Ore.  Indeed  !  stay,  then,  and  witness  tortures  which 
Osiris  dictates. 

[Music. — As  he  speaks  aside  to  Busiris,  -who  goes  out,  it., 
Galzetto  appears  on  the  top  of  a  tree,  l. — he  is  recognized 
by  Orynthe,  who  utters  a  scream,  as  he  disappears. 

Ore.  That  scream  ? 

Ory.  Is  it  wonderful  that  I  should  call  on  heaven  to 
aid  me  ? 

Music. — Re-enter  Busiris,  l.,  with  a  cup  of  gold — he 
speaks  aside  to  Orchus. 

Ory.  [Perceives  Galzetto  in  the  tree  again,]  He  lives  ! 

Ore.  Who!  who  lives  ? 

Ory.  One  that  looks  with  horror  on  thy  dark  intent, 
and  will  not  fail  to  crush  thee  ere  its  completion  ! 

[Pointing  towards  heaven. 

Ore.  Ah!  those  prophetic  words  of  Theora!  Give 
me  the  sacred  cup! — away  with  that  girl, — she  inter¬ 
rupts  my  vengeance  ;  and,  when  I  wind  the  horn,  return. 

[Music. — Exeunt  Busiris,  with  Orynthe,  L. 

Ale.  [Falling  on  her  knees.]  Oh,  misery  !  what  do  I 
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behold  ? — The  poisoned  cup,  from  which  the  guilty  vic¬ 
tims  of  Osiris  drink  their  death.  Mercy  !  mercy  ! 

Ore.  Yes,  this  cup,  filled  with  slow  excruciating  poi¬ 
son,  is  for  thee. — Osiris  sends  thee  this  drink. 

Ale.  Enough,  enough  !  I  die — I  die  a  Christian  ! 

Enter  Galzetto  hastily,  who  dsahes  the  cup  from  the  hand 

of  Orchus, 

Gal.  Hold,  mistaken  monster  ! 

Ore.  Who  art  thou  that  presumest  thus  to  interrupt 
the  rites  of  Osiris  ? 

Gal.  One  that  hates  cruelty,  and  defies  oppression — 
one  that  fears  no  death  like  a  death  of  dishonour  ! 

Ore.  I’ll  summon  those  shall  silence  thy  threats  for 
ever. 

Re-enter  Orynthe,  pale  and  agitated,  l. 

Ory.  Wretch,  forbear  !  the  same  tomb  awaits  thee  and 
thy  victims.  The  coming  fury  of  an  earthquake  shakes 
these  caverns.  Even  now,  where  yonder  miscreant 
dragged  me  from  thy  presence,  the  gigantic  wall,  in 
massy  ruins,  fell  and  crushed  my  persecutors. 

Ore.  Hence, ’tis  false — 1  believe  it  not!  now, Theora, 
I  defy  thee.  [ Horn  sounded,  l. 

Orchus,  attempts  to  ivind  his  horn — Galzetto  plucks 
it  from  his  breast ,  and  flings  it  among  the  1'ocks — they 
fight — Orchus  retreats  to  a  rock — he  recovers  the  horn, 
and  winds  it. 

Re-enter  Busiris  and  others — they  attack  Galzetto — other 
Marauders  start  up  from  amongst  the  rocks — Busiri< 
is  slain — Galzetto  places  himself  before  the  Women ,  who 
scream  und  fall  on  their  knees — the  Marauders  raise  their 
javelins,  and  prepare  to  hurl  them,  when  the  Earth¬ 
quake  takes  place ,  and  Orchus  and  his  Followers  are 
buried  in  the  ruins.  Enter  Palmkdo,  Pagnag,  Doc¬ 
tor,  Soldiers,  fyc.,  who,  with  the  Principal  Characters, 
form  a  group — the  Spectre  rises  from  the  rush  of  real 
water  amidst  the  falling  rocks,  and  the  curtain  fulls. 
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